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PREFACE. Fa55R 


THE remarkable growth within recent years of 
such movements as Adult Schools, Brotherhoods, 
Pleasant Sunday Afternoons, and kindred societies, 
marks a revival of interest in religion, and is full of 
hope for the future of this country. 

The need of a Hymn-Book for the special use of 
such movements has long been felt. Such a book 
should contain hymns of a strong and simple 
character, which should express the ideals and 
aspirations of men and women gathered together 
for worship, fellowship, and inspiration for service. 

“The Fellowship Hymn-Book ”’ is designed to 
meet this need. It has been compiled by a joint 
Committee of representatives appointed by the 
National Council of Adult School Unions, and by 
the National Council of P.S.A. Brotherhoods. 

For some two years, commencing in 1906, the 
Adult School Council issued a series of Hymn Sheets 
in their monthly magazine, One and All, which met 
with an encouraging reception. The Committee 
appointed to edit these sheets was at the same 
time instructed to proceed with the preparation of 
a Hymn-Book. Almost simultaneousiy the P.S.A. 
Brotherhoods Council appointed a similar Com- 
mittee. Negotiations were opened between the 
two Councils for the production of a common 
Hymnal, and this book is the result of their com- 
bined labours. It is hoped that it may also appeal 
to a wider circle, and be largely used by other 
organisations having similar aims and ideals. 

Hymns for use on special occasions only are 
grouped together at the end of the book. A small 
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section specially dealing with home life and child- 
hood has been included, in the hope that the book 
may be used in the family circle. A few hymns 
are more appropriate for use at special gatherings 
than for congregational singing. 

It is thought that the notes which appear in the 
annotated words edition may add to the interest of 
the book, and promote the intelligent singing of the 
hymns. 

Care has been taken to select tunes which are 
melodious and easy to sing, and a few folk-song 
tunes have been introduced. 

The few expression marks indicate the spirit in 
which it is conceived the verses may be sung, but 
much is left to individual taste. 

Grateful acknowledgments are offered to all who 
have in any way assisted in the production of 
this volume. 


Compilers for the National Council of Adult School 
Unions :— 

W. VAUGHAN JENKINS, 

TI’. AGNES JOHNSTON, 

SEBASTIAN W. MEYER, 

Epita M. Rowntree, 

Mary K. RowntTREE, 

FREDERICK J. GILLMAN (Secretary). 


Compilers for the National Council of P.S.A. 
Brotherhoods :— 
WILLIAM WARD, 
Francis WRIGLEY, 
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Harry JEFFs (Secretary). 


Ses ve 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS. 


Jn the compilation of this volume,—and especially 
in the preparation of the notes which appear at the 
head of the hymns,—Dr. Julian’s “‘ Dictionary of 
Hymnology ”’ has been of very great service. Much 
information has also been obtained from Mr. J. T. 
Lightwood’s interesting volume ‘‘Hymn-Tunes and 
their Story.” Thanks are also due to many friends 
for their valuable advice and assistance. 

The authors, translators and owners vf copyrights 
named in the following list are thanked for allowing 
the use of their hymns. Every effort has been made 
to respect copyrights ; but if, in any instance, such 
rights have been unwittingly infringed, the compilers 
offer their apologies and desire to be informed of the 
mistake. 

A largenumber of the hymns must not be reprinted 
without permission. In the. case of those starred in 
the following list, application to reprint should be 
made to the publishers of this book :— 


OWNER OF COPYRIGHT. No. oF HYMN. 
Messrs. Angus & Robertson, Sydney, 
PANS UDA GMa aye) «i iera'in/<tslerescicVelate/e"ova sis 
The Anonymous Authors of..... mee, (Ose 29: 
Mrs. E.S. Armitage...... cocoonoooe |) Wo) 


Rev. S. Baring-Gould ........eee00. 29, 52, 310 


Rev. L. F. Benson ..... soedncccco , St 
Mr. Wm. C. Braithwaite ......... . *4;, *260. 
Mr. Horatio Brown and Messrs. 
Smith, Elder & Co. .......... 34. 
Re VAMELVny BULCONE (cle\acieisiccicinciecie ne | 206 
Mr. Ed. Carpenter ......... cacao: elal 
Mrs. Ormiston Chant ....... donno OB 
Rev. V. J. Charlesworth .......... 166. 
The Proprietors of The Children’s 
ELC SOM mratecctslateyeievetetcinl rereretave 291. 
ReyieG TD Coster foci cess ccee sooo Jc) POs 
Mrs. Juliet Dix ............ wiavenrers) « Lae Naas 
MER DOdESAUN! co6..05 0c ecs Sono Soules 
Mr. H. van Dyke ............ Siete ole 
Rev. F. G. Ellerton .............. 15, 267, 269, 304, 205. 
The Committee of The English Baym 3. 
Mire Gal Destine clove crsisievolere eieie.sercie alte 
Canon Compton Gill........ Wratten 112, 133. 
Mr. F. J. Gillman ...............- *10, *36, *117; and also 


the Notes on the 

Hymns and Tunes 
, in the Annotated 
3 Editions of this 

Hymn Book. 


OWNER OF COPYRIGHT, 
Dr. A. BE. Gregory «...<cs<eseneuee 


Mr. E. Grubb...... ole arate Fain I 
Miss K. Hankey | ...< sic.c0 sss see 200. 
Mr. T. E. Harvey .. 168. 
Miss Beatrice Hatch 251. 
Rev. J. Page Hopps 290. 
Mrs: (S.-8. Hole... cen she 
Rev. C. Silvester Horne ...... .... 38, 93. 
Messrs. The Houghton Mifllin Co., 

Boston, U.S.A. (Publishers of 

Miss Larcom’s Poems) ......... 299. 
The Proprietors of Hymns Ancient 

and Modern ..<.+-<.\«s«0s= ete 188. 
Mr Harry) Jes. 25a came ond been *31, *33, *54, *32), 
Mr. W. V. Jenkins ..... =o lele sala *326, *331. 
Rev. J. JoWnson .....05.cscseasoum 244, 
Rev... J.. Julian ..... 2s... i) 4a eee 171. 
Mr. Rudyard Kipling and Messrs. 

Methuen & Co.. for Mr. Kipling’s 

Beem from The Five Nations 5. 
Mr. W. Liewellyn . .. «25. *96. 
Mr. W. i. Tiloyd yan... sn aa *18. 
The London Missionary Society . 47. 
Messrs. Longmans, Green & Co., “on 

behalf of the "Proprietors of The 

Hymnal Companion .....+..-. 14), 247. 
Miss L. Lovell -......-. Pemccacac. oh. 
Mrs:.E. FE. Luke 22. << scenes 
Mr. Jas. Macdonald) . 2% cos... 00 aan 
Messrs. Macmillan & Co. . anes 277, 293. 


The late Dr. G. Matheson 
Mr: (S.)W. Meyer) 22-52-05 


The Midland Adult ‘School  Asso- 
ClAGION! ..<:.'2-<.< <iemies « slcloaia teen 
Mr. Albert Midlane =... 22s: career 


Messrs. Morgan & Scott for a number 
of Hymns from Sacred Songs 


and Solos ~ .:. 020s v as ees melee 
Miss L. A. Noble ........... sales 
Ibt:-Col? Pollock ~2s..sc ce eats o's aleias 
Miss E. M. Priestman ..........s- 
Mr Fo. Read >. --Seaae waite 


Rev. A. Havergal Shaw .......... 
Rev. W. H. Shrewsbury .......... 
Mrs. M. Shuttleworth ............. 
The Society for the Promotion of 
Christian Knowledge .......... 
Mr. Colin Sterne .......... ose. efstape 
The Sunday Schcol Union .......... 
Rev. W. G. Tarrant ....... aoe Saale 
Mrs. A. B. Thomas ......c-scsessae 
Mrs. M. J. Thring ...... 0. 00ceees 
The putes Kingdom Band of Hope 
NIG) Wasanearaaken Bee aoAcnS- - 
Mr. A. Stodart Walker ..........- 
Miss C. S. Walmesley ......c.«s-= 
The Warden, Keble College, Oxford.: 
Misa AY E ‘Waring? 2... ..- eee 
The Young Men’s Christian ‘Asso- 
ciation Press, New York....s.ee 


No. oF Ilyun. 


191, *311, *324. 
*24, 


42 73, 155. 


HYMNS. 


1 The People’s Anthem. 
Commonwealth. 7.6.7.6.8.8.8.5. J. Booth. 


“* The People’s Anthem ” is from the pen of Ebenezer 
Elliott (1781-1849), sometimes known as ‘‘ the Robert 
Burns of England.’ Carlyle describes this son of 
a Rotherham iron-founder as “‘ not a rhymer only, 
but in some genuine sense, something of a poct.” 
There is pathos and dignity in this noble poem, which 
still voices the best aspirations of the democracy. 


p WHEN wilt Thou save the people ? 
O God of mercy, when ? 
Not kings alone, but nations ! 
Not thrones and crowns, but men ! 
m Flowers of Thy heart, O God, are they ; 
Let them not pass, like weeds, away— 
Their heritage a sunless day. 
if God save the people ! 


p Shall crime bring crime for ever, 
Strength aiding still the strong ? 
Is it Thy will, O Father, 
That man shall toil for wrong ? 
f “No,” say Thy mountains; ‘ No,” 
Thy skies ; 
Man’s clouded sun shall brightly rise, 
And songs ascend instead of sighs. 
God save the people ! 


p When wilt Thou save the people ? 
O God of mercy, when ? 
The people, Lord, the people, 
Not thrones and crowns, but men ; 
av God save the people ; Thine they are, 
- hy children, as Thine angels fair ; 
From vice, oppression, and despair, 
/ God save the people ! 
: E. Elliott. 


Z The Golden City. 
Austria. 8.7.8.7.D. Haydn. 


The author of this hymn is a Jew, and a well-known 
leader of Ethical Societies in America. The tune, 
which was first sung on the Emperor of Austria’s 
birthday in 1797, is by Haydn, “the father of 
symphony.’’ When a boy of nine, Haydn was a chorister 
in Vienna Cathedral. Under the patronage of Prince 
Nicholas, he produced vast numbers of compositions 
which gradually won him a DWuropean reputation. 
“My language.”’ he said, ‘‘is understood all over 
the world.” He died at Vienna in 1809. 


m Sine we of the Golden City, 

Pictured in the legends old : 

Everlasting light shines o’er it, 
Wondrous things of it are told. 

Only righteous men and women 
Dwell within its gleaming walls ; 

Wrong is banished from its borders, 
Justice reigns throughout its halls. 


We are builders of that City, 
All our joys and all our groans 
Help to rear its shining ramparts ; 
All our lives are building-stones. 
For that City we must labour, 
p For its sake bear pain and grief ; 
m In it find the end of living, 
And the anchor of belief. 


p And the work that we have builded 

Oft with bleeding hands and tears, 
Oft in error, oft in anguish, 

Will not perish with our years. 

m It will last, and shine transfigured 
In the final reign of right ; 

f It will pass into the splendours 
Of the City of the Light. 


Felix Adler. 


3 A Prayer for the Nation. 
Regent Square. 8.7.8.7.8.7. H. Smart. 


Henry Scott Holland (1847— ), a man of wide 
aud democratic sympathies, has been Canon of. St. 
Paul’s Cathedral, London, since 1884 He was 


created Doctor of Letters at Oxford in 1907, in com- 
pany with Rudyard Kipling, ‘“‘ Mark Twain” ana 
others. 

Henry Smart, the composer of several fine hymn- 
tunes, was blind for the last fourteen vears of his 
life, but he never allowed this trial to interfere with 
his musical work, and exhibited wonderful skill as an 
extemporaneous player. 


f Juvce eternal, throned in splendour, 
Lord of hosts and King of kings, 
With Thy living fire of judgment 
Purge this realm of bitter things: 
Solace all its wide dominion 
With the healing of Thy wings. 


p Still the weary folk are pining 
For the hour that brings release : 
And the city’s crowded clangour 
Cries aloud for sin to cease ; 
And the homesteads and the woodlands 
Plead in silence for their peace. 


m Crown, O God, Thine own endeavour : 
Cleave our darkness with Thy sword : 
Feed the faint and hungry heathen 
With the richness of Thy Word : 
Cleanse the body of this empire 
f Through the glory of the Lord. 
H. Scott Holland. 


(By kind permission of the Committee of “‘ The English 
HAHymnal.’’) 


*4 Our Motherland. 


Albion. J. H. Maunder. 
7.6.7.6. Iambic and Chorus (1st v. irregular). 


William Charles Braithwaite (1862- ) is a member 
of a well-known family of “‘ Friends.” He is Chairman 
of the National Council of Adult School Unions and 
President of the Weodbrooke Settlement for Religious 
Study at Birmingham. 

pee lines were written by request for this publi- 
cation. 

“The greatness of England,” writes the author, 
“fundamentally depends upon its home life.’’ 


m Drar Motherland of England 
By honest homes made strong, 
God help us all to serve thee 
Life’s common ways along ; 


In tield and throbbing city 
And o’er the busy sea, 
With heart and brain and sinew 
Thy children work for thee. 
Chorus m Dear Motherland, &e. 


f We guard thy slow-won freedom 
That widens age by age ; 
Thy love of equal justice 
We take for heritage. 
m Dear Motherland, &c. 


m Be ours thy tasks of empire ; 
To seek thy people’s good, 
To foster daughter-nations 
And world-wide brotherhood. 


m Dear Motherland, &e. 


m Forever in the making— 
Thou needest, day by day, 
New life and love to lift thee 
And purge thy dross away. 
m Dear Motherland, &c. 


' # Thy name is high and noble, 
We must be noble too, 
To scorn all wrong and baseness, 
And right and truth pursue. 


m Dear Motherland, &e. 
W. C. Braithwaite. 


5 Recessional. 


Credo. Sir John Staincr. 
Lest we forget. 8.8.8.8.8.8. G@. F. Blanchard. 


This poem appeared in “‘ The Times” for July 17th, 
1897, on the occasion of the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee, 
and almost immediately attracted attention all cver 
the English-speaking world. 


tf Gop of our fathers, known of old, 
Lord of our far-flung battle line, 
m Beneath whose awful hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine,— 
p Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget ! 


ym The tumult and the shouting dies, 
The captains and the kings depart ; 
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice, 
A humble and a contrite heart. 
p Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget ! 


m Far-called, our navies melt away, 
On dune and headland sinks the fire ; 
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre! 
p Judge of the nations, spare us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget ! 


m If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe 
Such boasting as the Gentiles use, 
Or lesser breeds without the law— 
p Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget ! 


m For heathen heart that puts her trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard, 
All valiant dust that builds on dust, 
And guarding, calls not Thee to guard, 
For frantic boast and foolish word,— 
p Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord ! 
Rudyard Kipling. 


6 Our Country. 
EHwing. 7.6.7.6.D. A. Ewing. 


F. L. Hosmer (1840- ) is an American Uni- 
tarian minister, and his hymns, which are rapidly 
finding their way into the leading hymn books, are 
marked by freshness and power. 

The composer of the tune was the husband of 
ae Ewing, the well-known writer of children’s 

ooks. 


m O BEAUTIFUL, our country ! 
Be thine a nobler care 
Than all thy wealth of commerce, 
Thy harvests waving fair: 
f Be it thy pride to lift up 
The manhood of the poor ; 
Be thou to the oppresséd 
Fair Freedom’s open door. 


m For thee our fathers suffered, 
For thee they toiled and prayed ; 
p Upon thy holy altar 
Their willing lives they laid ; 
m Thou hast no common birthright, 
Grand memories on thee shine; 
The blood of noble races 
Commingled flows in thine. 


O Beautiful, our country! 
Round thee in love we draw ; 

Thine be the grace of Freedom, 
The majesty of Law; 

Be Righteousness thy sceptre, 
Justice thy diadem ; 

And on thy shining forehead 
Be Peace the crowning gem ! 


F. L. Hosmer. 


7 A National Anthem. 
Moscow. 6.6.4.6.6.6.4. Giardini. 


W.T. Stead writes (in 1908) as follows : “* We published 
this hymn some ten or twelve years ago in a number 
of the ‘ Penny Poets,’ devoted to Australian writers. 
Mr. Stephens was at that time the most cultured 
and versatile of living Australian writers. He is 
since dead. He was born near Edinburgh in 1835, 
and travelled a good deal as a tutor. Im 1866 his 
health failed, and he emigrated to Australia. Subse- 
quently, he entered a Government Office at Brisbane. 
He published a volume of poems in 1880.” 


m MAKER of earth and sea, 
What shall we render Thee ? 
All things are Thine ! 
Ours but from day to day 
Still with one heart to pray, 
“God bless our land alway, 
This land of Thine.” 


f Mighty in brotherhood, 
Mighty for God and good, 
Let us be Thine. 

m Here let the nations see 
Toil from the curse set free, 
Labour and liberty, 

One cause—and Thine. 


Here let glad plenty reign ; 
Here let none seek in vain 
Our help and Thine,— 
p No heart for want of friend 
Fail ere the timely end, 
m But love for ever blend 
Man’s cause and Thine. 


{ Strong to defend the right, 
Proud in all nations’ sight, 
p Lowly in Thine,— 
m One in all noble fame, 
Still be our path the same, 
} Onward in freedom’s name, 
Upward in Thine. 
J. Brunton Stephens. 


8 Our Native Land. 
National Anthem. 6.6.4.6.6.6.4. Anon. 


The melody is thought to have made its first appear- 
ance in 1742, set to the original Latin version of our 
National Anthem, which at that time was a Jacobite 
hymn. It has been attributed to Henry Carey, Dr. 
John Bull, and others. 

m God bless our native land, 
May heaven’s protecting hand 
Still guard our shore ; 
May peace her sway extend, 
Foe be transformed to friend, 
And Britain’s power depend 
On war no more. 


May just and righteous laws 

Uphold the public cause, 
And bless our isle ; 

Home of the brave and free, 

Thou land of liberty, 

We pray that still on thee 
Kind heaven may smile. 


And not this land alone, 
But be God’s mercies known 
From shore to shore ; 
Lord, make the nations see 
That men should brothers be, 
j} And form one family, 
The wide world o’er. 
W. H. Hickson. 


9 The Fatherland. 
St. Mark. 8.8.8.8.8.8. J. W. Elliott. 


James Russell Lowell (1819-1891), who was for some 
years the American Ambassador to this country, 
stands in the front rank of American posts and hu- 
morists. He maintained that patriotism should be 
something greater than love of the fatherland. ‘“* There 
is,’ he says, ‘“‘a patriotism of the soul, and our true 
country is that ideal realm which we represent to 
ourselves under such names as religion, duty and the 
like, bounded on the north and on the south, on the 
east and on the west by Justice.” 

The motive of the poem was suggested by the 
German song “‘ Wo ist der Deutsche Vaterland.” 


m WHERE is the true man’s fatherland ? 
Is it where he by chance is born ? 
Doth not the yearning spirit scorn 

In such scant borders to be spanned ? 
{ O yes! his fatherland must be 
As the blue heavens wide and free ! 


m Is it alone where freedom is, 
Where God is God and man is man ? 
Doth he not claim a broader span 
For the soul’s love of home than this ? 
f O yes! his fatherland must be 
As the blue heavens wide and free ! 


nm Where’er a human heart doth wear 
Joy’s myrtle-wreath or sorrow’s chains, 
Where’er a human spirit strains 
After a life more true and fair, 
f Thereisthe true man’s birth-place grand, 
His is a world-wide fatherland ! 


J. R. Lowell (3rd v. altd.) 


*10 God Send us Men. 
Melrose. L.M. F. C. Maker. 


These verses were first sung at a mass meeting of 
four thousand Adult School men at the Palace Theatre, 
Leicester, on Sunday morning, December 13th, 1903. 


f Gop send us men whose aim ’twill be, 
Not to defend some wern-out creed, 
But to live out the laws of Christ 
In every thought, and word, and decd 


God send us men alert and quick 
His lofty precepts to translate, 

Until the laws of Christ become 
The laws and habits of the State. 


God send us men! God send us men! 
Patient, courageous, strong and true ; 

With vision clear and mind equipped, 
His will to learn, His work to do. 


God send us men with hearts ablaze, 
All truth to love, all wrong to hate ; 

These are the patriots Britain needs, 
These are the bulwarks of the State. 


F. J. Gillman. 


11 England, Arise! 


England, Arise. Ed. Carpenter. 
11.10.11.10.5.5.10. : 


Edward Carpenter (1844- ), a fellow of Trinity 
Hall, Cambridge, and at one time curate under Fred- 
srick Denison Maurice, is well-known as a poet and 
essayist, and as the author of ‘‘ England’s Ideal,” 
“ Civilisation, its Cause and Cure ’”’; and other works. 


f ENGLAND, arise! the long, long night is 
over, {appear ; 
Faint in the east behold the dawn 
Out of your evil dream of toil and sorrow 
Arise, O England, for the day is here ; 
m From your fields and hills, 
Hark! the answer swells— 
fj Arise, O England, for the day is here. 


By your young children’s eyes so red 
with weeping, {and fear ; 

By their white faces aged with want 
By the dark cities where your babes 


are creeping [dear ; 
Naked of joy and all that makes life 
™ From each wretched slum 


Let the loud ery come— 
f Arise, O England, for the day is here. 


People of England ! all your valleys call 
you, [clear, 
High in the rising sun the lark sings 


Will you dream on, let shameful slum- 


ber thrall you ? [dear ? 
Will you disown your native land so 
Pp Shall it die unheard— 


That sweet pleading word ? 
m Arise, O England, for the day is here. 


* Forth, then, ye heroes, patriots, and 
lovers, [scorn ! 
Comrades of danger, poverty, and 
Mighty in faith of Freedom, your great 


Mother, {morn ! 
Giants refreshed in Joy’s new-rising 
m Come and swell the song, 


Silent now so long— 
f England is risen !—and the day ishere. 


Ed. Carpenter. 


12 Hymn of the City. 


Andreas Hofer (a). Tyrolese National Song. 
Alford. 7.6.8.6.D. J. B. Dykes. 


W. G. Tarrant (1853- ) has been a Unitarian 
minister at Wandsworth for twenty-five years. He 
is a native of Birmingham, where in early life he took 
an active part in Adult School work. This hymn, 
especially intended for use on “ Citizen Sunday,”’ was 
written at the suggestion of Dr. John Hunter, of 
Glasgow. 


m THE fathers built this city 
In ages long ago, 
And busy in its busy streets, 
They hurried to and fro ; 
The children played around them 
And sang the songs of yore ; 
p Till, one by one, they fell asleep, 
To work and play no more. 


m Yet still the city standeth, 

A hive of toiling men, 

And mother’s love makes happy homes 
For children now as then; 

O God of Ages, help us 
Such citizens to be 

That children’s children here may sing 
The songs of liberty. 


f Let all the people praise Thee ; 
Give all Thy saving health ; 

p Or vain the lab’rer’s strong right arm 
And vain the merchant’s wealth. 

m Send forth Thy light to banish 
The shadows and the shame, 

f Till all the civic virtues shine 
Around our city’s name. 


A common-weal of brothers, 
United, great and small, 
Upon our banner blazon’d be 
The Charter “‘ Each for all!” 
Nor let us cease from battle, 
Nor weary sheathe the sword, 
Until this city is become 
The city of the Lord. 
W. G@. Tarrant. 


13 A Song of Peace. 


Carmen Pacis. J. Booth. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


At the great Peace Jubilee of 1873, Whittier was 
asked by Patrick S. Gilmore to write an ode for the 
occasion. He responded with the “ Christmas Car- 
men,” and sent it anonymously to Gilmore, who 
passed it over as not worthy of notice. S. J. Pickard, 
in his Life of Whittier, says :—‘* Those who now read 
the poem, knowing the occasion for which it was 
written, will wonder how Gilmore failed to recognise 
the exquisite fitness of the ode for the occasion.” 


f Sounp over all waters, reach out from all 
lands, 

The chorus of voices, the clasping of hands ; 

m Sing hymns that were sung by the stars of 

the morn, [born ! 

Sing songs of the angels when Jesus was 

f# With glad jubilations bring hope to the 

nations ! [begun. 

The dark night is ending and dawn has 

f Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the 

sun, [beat as one. 

All speech flow to music, all hearts 


m Sing the bridal of nations! with chorals 
of love, [dove, 
Sing out the war-vulture and sing in the 


Till the hearts of the peoples keep time in 

accord, {the Lord ! 

And the voice of the world is the voice of 

f Clasp hands of the nations, in strong 

gratulations : [begun. 

The dark night is ending and dawn has 
f Rise hope of, ete. 


f Blow, bugles of battle, the marches of 
peace ; 
East, west, north, and south let the long 
quarrel cease : 
Sing the song of great joy that the angels 
began, [man ! 
Sing of glory to God and of goodwill to 
p Hark! joining in chorus, the heavens 
bend o’er us! [begun. 
m The dark night is ending and dawn has 
f Rise hope of, ete. 
J.G. Whittier, 


14 King of the City Splendid. 
City of Light. 7.6.7.6.7.4. A. V. Coster. 


George T. Coster (1835- ) is a retired Congre 
gational minister. While stationed at Hu!l and Hessle. 
he was largely instrumental in founding a Children’s 
Hospital in the former town. He is the author oj 
“ Gloria Christi” (which received Mr. Gladstone’s com- 
mendation) and other volumes of verse. These verses 
are taken from his ‘*‘ Hessle Hymns.”" 

- The tune, by his son, is here published for the first 
ime. 


f Ktxe of the City splendid, 
Eternal in the height, 
May all our country’s cities 
Be holy in Thy sight: 
Cleansed from the deeds of darkness— 
Cities of light. : 


m Inspire the sons of Labour, 
That honest toil may be 
Their token, in life’s hardness, 
Of loyalty to Thee, 
That Thou mayst in their Land-work 
Love's heart-work see, 


p ‘Teach Love to gladden children 
Who know not childhood’s mirth, 
Wronged of their rights—no beauty 
In their scant reach of earth: 
m To hope’s large sunshine give them 
A second birth. 


Lord, end the spell of passion, 
Break Thou the drunkard’s lure: 
Thou art the one Physician 
The human heart to cure ; 
The wavering will to strengthen, 
Foul life make pure. 


Soon may our country’s cities 
Thy robe of glory wear: 
Tach place of toil a temple, 
Each house a home of prayer : 
Each city’s name of beauty— 
f The Lord is There! 
G. T. Coster. 


15. =A Prayer for Peace. 
Russia. 11.10.11.9. A. Lyoff. 


The first. half of this hymn is by H. F. Chorley, who 
for thirty-five years was on the literary staff of “‘ The 
Athenzum,” and who attained some fame as a writer 
of songs; while the latter half was written during 
the Franco-German war by Canon Ellerton. 


f Gop the All-terrible ! King, who ordainest 
Great winds Thy clarions, lightnings 

Thy sword ; [reignest ; 

m Show forth Thy pity on high where Thou 
p Give to us peace in our time, O Lord ! 


m God the All merciful! earth hath for- 
saken [word ; 

Thy ways of blessedness, slighted Thy 
Bid not Thy wrath in its terrors awaken ; 

p Give to us peace in our time, O Lord! 


God the All-righteous One! man hath 
defied Thee ; 
m Yet to eternity standeth Thy word ; 
Falsehood and wrong shall not tarry 
beside Thee ; 
p Give to us peace in our time, O Lord ! 


God the All-pitiful ! is it not erying— 
Blood of the guiltless, like water out- 
poured ? [sighing ; 
Look on the anguish, the sorrow, the 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord ! 


m God the All-wise! by the fire of Thy 
chastening, 
Earth shall to freedom and truth be 
restored ; 
Through the thick darkness Thy kingdom 
is hastening ; [Lord ! 
Thou wilt give peace in Thy time, O 


So shall Thy children in thankful devotion 
Laud Him who saved them from peril 
abhorred, 
f Singing in chorus from ocean to ocean, 


Peace to the nations and praise to the 
Lord. 


H. F. Chorley and J. Ellerton. 


16 True Fellowship. 
St, Aidan. 8.8.8. F. R. Grey. 


When Canon Shuttleworth (1850-1900) was Kector 
of St. Nicholas Cole Abbey, London, he kept an open 
house every Sunday for any who felt the need of 
friendship. Subsequently he established a Club 
where lonely men and women in the great city might 
enjoy social intercourse and recreation, and it was 
for the members of the Club that this beautiful hymn 
was written. Shuttleworth’s guiding motto was 
“ Fellowship is heaven.” 


m FATHER of men, in whom are one 
All humankind beneath the sun, 
*Stablish our work in Thee begun. 


Except the house be built by Thee, 
In vain the builder’s toil must be ;. 
p O strengthen our infirmity. 


m Man lives not for himself alone, 
In others’ good he finds his own ; 
Life’s worth in fellowship is known, } 


We, friends and comrades on life’s way, 
Gather within these walls to pray ; 
Bless our true fellowship to-day. 


p O Christ, our Elder Brother, who 
By serving man God’s will didst do, 
Help us to serve our brethren too. 


m Guide us to seek the things above, 
The base to shun, the pure approvo, 
To live by Thy free law of love. 


In all our work, in all our play, 
Be with us, Lord, our Friend, our Stay 3; 
Lead onward to the perfect day. 


Then may we know, earth’s lesson o’er, 
With comrades missed or gone before, 
} Heaven’s fellowship for evermore. 


H. C. Shuttleworth. 


*17 The Brotherhood of Man. 


Naomi. Adapted from Viotti. 
8.7.8.7.D. Iambic. 


Lizzie Lovell is a teacher in the Women’s Adult 
School at Netherton. Until recently she was 
employed in a boot factory, working each day from 
7 a.m. to 6.30 p.m., and devoting her spare time to 
journalism. She is now giving her whole time to 
literary work. ‘‘ Most of my verses,’’ she writes, 
“were written for the purpose of cheering both myself 
and others, who might be beset with doubt and fear 
and disappointment, and they were composed chiefly 
while my hands were busily occupied with my work 
in the factory.” 

The melody is taken from Viotti, the famous 
Piedmontese violinist, the son of a blacksmith, and for 
a short period the Director of the Paris Opera. 


{ Buizst be the sacred tie that binds 

In friendship’s golden tether, 

In every nation, every clime, 
The hearts of men together ; ' 

m The tie we feel and humbly own, 

While round God’s throne we gather, 

That rich and poor, and bond and free, 
Are children of one Father. 


Blest be the pure, unselfish love, 
That seeks to help another ; 

The love that owns in every man, 
Howe’er debased, a brother ; 

The love that lights hope’s radiant torch 
In sad Jone hearts benighted, 

And sees God’s image stamped on all, 
Though sin-defaced and blighted. 


} Be this our aim from day to day, 

Our high and noble calling, 

The lost and erring to reclaim, 
To save the weak from falling; 

To teach the brotherhood of man, 
Till brighter days dawn o’er us; 

Till care, and want, and strife shall cease, 
And love shall reign victorious. 

Lizzie Lovell. 


*18 The Day of Brotherhood. 


The Day of Brotherhood. J. H. Adams, 
8.7.8.7.D. and Chorus. 


The author is a well-known worker in the “ Brother- 
hood” movement in Cheshire and North Wales. 


/ It is coming, fellow Christians, 
Day of Brotherhood supreme— 
When the nations, realising 
More and more the prophet’s dream, 
Shall together dwell in concord, 
Laying all their arms aside, 
As they join in free communion 
And in God’s own truth abide. 
/ Rejoice! O fellow Christians, 
With voices ringing clear ; 
Expect the Day of Brotherhood, 
And heip to bring it near. 


» Though the years have seen it tarry 
’Neath the load of bitter wrong, 

m Must the burden yet be lightened 
Ere is raised the triumph song. 

Looming up toward yon horizon, 

Distant if a little way, 

j Soon shall rise the roseate sunbeams, 
Harbingers of gladsome day. 


m Can we help to bring it nearer— 
Vision bright of Golden Age ? 
} Yea! if on this lofty purpose 
All our hearts and hands engage. 
m What may be our sphere of service, 
Whether wide or narrowed down, 
{ Matters not, for God’s rich blessing 
Will the humblest effort crown. 


p But we need Thy faithful guidance, 
Holy Spirit from above. 

m Thou of good the gracious Author, 
And eternal Source of love. 

In the Saviour’s Name unite us; 

Through His work our lives renew 3 

/ Striving thus His cause to further, 
Share we in His glory too. 


W. H. Lloyd. 


*19 A Band of Hard-Pressed 
Men. 


Alsace. L.M. peeiouere 


Edwin Gilbert is well known as the _ organising 
Secretary of the National Council of Adult School 
Unions, a position to which he was called by unani- 
mous consent, 

Beethoven was a native of Bonn, Germany. His 
work embraces all forms of musical composition, and 
is distinguished throughout by nobility of purpose. 


mA band of hard-pressed men are we, 

Who find life’s pathway rough to tread ; 
Together, Lord, we come to Thee, 

And in Thy presence bow the head. 


We bring our week of life to Thee, 
Allsoiled, and worn, and marred with sin ; 

p Thine eyes of holy love can see 
Each tempted life without, within. 


We bring our bitterness of heart, 
Our hate and want of charity ; 

We fain would choose the better part, 
And learn to love, dear Lord, like Thee. 


We brimg our care for daily bread, 
The fear that turns the heart to stone 3 
mWe cry to Thee ; lift up our head 
And show us we are not alone. 


We bring the faith that over all, 
Though faint and feeble, flickers still ; 
Increase it, Lord, that at Thy call 
We may our daily task fulfil. 


Lord, make us pure ; enrich our life 
With heavenly love for evermore ; 
Give us Thy strength to face the strife, 
f And serve Thee better than before. 


Edwin Gilbert. 


20 Serving One Another. 


Bishopgarth. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
8.7.8.7.D. Iambic. 


This hymn was written by request for this publi- 
cation. The tune was composed by Sullivan for Bishop 
How’s hymn “ O King of kings,” and was sung at the 
Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria, in 1897. It was 
Sullivan’s last hymn tune. 


m O Gop our Father, throned on high, 

Enrobed in ageless splendour, 

To Thee, in awe and love and joy, 
Ourselves we would surrender— 

To live obedient to Thy will 
As servants to each other, 

f And show our faithfulness to Thee 

By love to one another. 


m To serve by love! O teach us how; 
Be this our great vocation— 
To comfort grief, to seek the lost 
With message of salvation ; 
f In loving may our full hearts beat, 
Our words be wise and winning; 
In helping others may our joy 
Have ever new beginning. 


m Thee, Lord, for Thy dear Son we bless ; 
p __ His heart for us was broken ; 
O Love! upon the bitter Cross 
Thy deepest word was spoken ; 
m The echo of that word is heard 
In love for every brother, 
f And test we, Lord, our love for Thee, 
By loving one another. 
G. T. Coster. 


21 The Cruse of Comfort. 
Hyfrydol. 8.7.8.7.D. RR. H. Pritchard. 


Mrs. E. Rundle-Charles (1828-1896) was a careful 
student of early Christian and German hymnology, 
and her book, “‘ The Vcice of Christian Life in Song,” 
is a yaluable contribution to the subject. She is the 
quthor of the popular atory of the life of Luther, ‘* The 
Chronicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta Family.” Her 
husband was engaged in business in the East End of 
London, and she was accustomed to spend a part of 
each week in that district engaged in social service. 
p Is thy cruse of comfort wasting ? 

m Rise and share it with a friend, 
And through all the years of famine 
It shall serve thee to the end; 
f Love divine will fill thy storehouse, 
Or thy handful still renew ; 
Scanty fare for one will often 
Make a royal feast for two. 


m For the heart grows rich in giving; 
All its wealth is living grain ; 
Seeds which mildew in the garner, 

Scatter’d, fill with gold the plain. 
p Is thy burden hard and heavy ? 
Do thy steps drag wearily ? 
m Help to Rens thy brother’s burden, 
God wil! bear both it and thee. 


p Is thy heart a well left empty ? 
m None but God its void ean fill; 
Nothing but a ceaseless fountain 
Can its ceaseless longings still. 
Is thy heart a living power ? 
Self-entwined, its strength sinks low 
It can only live in doving, 
And by serving, love will grow. 
Elizabeth Rundle-Charles. 


22 Worship. 
Marjorie. 11.10.11.10. W. £. Booker, 


These verses are taken from Whittier’s poem 
“Worship.” After referring to the Pagan rites, 
the blood-offerings, the pomp and ritual by means 
of which, through the centuries, men have painfully 
sought to please God, the poet proceeds to show that 
true religion must be shown by purity of life and deeds 
of love : ‘‘ to worship rightly is to love each other.” 


m O brother man! Fold to thy heart thy 
brother, 
p Where pity dwells, the peace of God is 
there ; 
m To worship rightly is to love each other, 
Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a 
prayer. 


For he whom Jesus loved hath truly 


spoken : 
The holier worship which He deigns to 
bless 
Nestores the lost, and binds the spirit 
broken, 


And feeds the widow and the fatherless ! 


Follow with revrent steps the great 
example 
Of Him whose holy work was “ doing 
ood” ; 
7 So shall the wide earth seem our Father’s 
temple, 
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude. 


J. G. Whittier. 


23 Pass it On. 
Pass tt on. 7.3.7.3.7.7.7.3. G@. C. Stebbins. 


These lines are based on a little incident in the 
life of the author’s brother-in-law, the Rev. Mark Guy 
Pearse. Whenaschool-boy, returning home by sea for 
the holidays, young Pearse found himself penniless and 
unable to pay for his meals. The steward threatened 
to seize Lis luggage, but, on discovering who he was, 


remembered some little kindness that had been shown 
to his mother, in the sorrow of widowhood, by thelad’s 
father. A hearty handshake followed, and the boy 
was soon put at his ease. Years afterwards, Mark 
Guy Pearse saw a little lad at a railway station in 
great distress because he had not sufficient money to 
pay hisfare. Instantly the forgotten incident of bisown 
boyhood flashed upon him. He took the lad into the 
earriage with him, paid his fare, and told him the 
story of the steward’s kindness. ‘‘ Now, to-day,” he 
said, “I pass it on to vou; and remember, if you meet 
with anyoue that needs a kindly hand, you must pass 
it on to them.” 


m HAveE you had a kindness shown ? 
Pass it on! 
*Twas not meant for you alone ; 
Pass it on! 
Let it travel down the years, 
Let it dry another’s tears, 
/ Till in heaven the deed appears— 
Pass it on! 


p Did you hear the loving word ? 
Pass it on! 
Like the singing of a bird ? 
Pass it on! 
m Let its music live and grow, 
Let it cheer another’s woe ; 
You have reaped what others sow— 
Fass it on! 


Have you found the heavenly light ? 
Pass it on! 
p Souls are groping in the night, 
Daylight gone ; 
m Hold your lighted lamp on high, 
Be a star in someone’s sky ; 
He may live who else would die— 
Pass it on! 


Love demands the loving deed, 
Pass it on! 
Look upon your brother’s need— 
Pass it on! 
p Live for self, you live in vain; 
m Live for Christ, you live again ; 
f Live for Him, with Him you reign— 
Pass it on! 
H. Burton. 


*24 My Part. 
Abridge. C.M. I. Smith. 


At a convention for the deepening of spiritual life, 
held at Plymouth in 1905, Dr. Rendel Harris said 
we needed hymns to arouse the Church to a sense of 
its duty to man. He often wished he could write 
a hymn beginning “‘ O for a elcser walk with man.” 
The speech deeply impressed Dr. Dingley, who about 
two months later sent the manuscript of a hymn of 
eight verses, beginning with Dr. Harris’s line, to a 
friend, who shortly afterwards read it at a P.S.A. 
Conference at Birmingham. These verses are taken 
from it. Dr. Dingley is a well-known P.S.A. and 
Adult School worker at Wednesbury. 


m Hetp me, O Lord, to do my part 
My brother’s load to bear ; 
With ready hand and tender heart 
His cares and woes to share. 


Enlarge my views and save my mind 
From narrow selfish aims ; 

Teach me that every child of Thine 
On me and mine hath claims. 


In hungry man and shoeless bairn 
Thine image may I see ; 

The law of love for ever learn, 
“Ye did it unto Me.” 


Walk with me, Lord, and fill my heart 
So full of love divine, 

That lonely cot and busy mart 
May hear Thy voice in mine. 


So may I strive, through life’s fierce strife, 
To hearten those who fight, 
Lifting men up, yet all my life 
Leaning on Thy sure might. 
EL. A. Dingley. 


25 Helping one Another. 
Byzantium. C.M. W. Jackson. 


Charles Wesley (1707-1788) is not only the poet of 
the Methodist Revival, but the prince of English hymn- 
writers. Dr. Julian says he is perhaps the greatest 


hymn-writer of all ages. He composed upwards of 
six thousand hymns, a large number of which have 
become classical. 

He realised more fully than any man since Luther 
the propagandist value of hymn-singing. 

These verses are selected from a poem entitled “A 
Prayer for persons joined in Fellowship.” Charles 
Wesley wrote many hymns for use at private gatherings 
end at Class Meetings emphasising the bond of 
fellowship in which all believers are joined. 


m Hetp us to help each other, Lord, 
Each other’s cross to bear ; 
Let each his friendly aid afford, 
And feel his brother’s care. 


Touched by the loadstone of Thy love, 
Let all our hearts agree ; 

And ever toward each other move, 
And ever move toward Thee. 


To Thee inseparably joined, 
Let all our spirits cleave ; 

O may we all the loving mind 
That was in Thee receive. 


This is the bond of perfectness, 
Thy spotless charity ; 

O let us, still we pray, possess 
The mind that was in Thee! 


C. Wesley. 


26 A Song of Freedom. 
Costa’s March. 17.7.7.7.D. Sir Michael Costa. 


These lines form part of one of Lowell’s Anti-slavery 
poems. The tune is taken from Costa’s ‘‘ March of 
the Israelites.” 


m MeN whose boast it is that ye 
Come of fathers brave and free, 
If there breathe on earth a slave, 
Are ye truly free and brave ? 
If ye do not feel the chain 
When it works a brother’s pain, 
Are ye not base slaves indeed — 
Slaves unworthy to be freed ? 


fs true freedom but to break 
Fetters for our own dear sake, 
And with leathern hearts forget 
That we owe mankind a debt ? 
No! true freedom is to share 

All the chains our brothers wear, 
And with hcart and hand to be 
Earnest to make others free. 


They are slaves who fear to speak 

For the fallen and the weak ; 

They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse 

Rather than in silence shrink 

From the truth they needs must think ; 
They are slaves who dare not be 

In the right with two or three. 


J. R. Lowell. 


27 Fatherhood and Brotherhood. 
Hardy Norseman. C.M.D. Norse Melody. 


f Now sound ye forth with trumpet tone, 
Let all the nations fear; , 

Speak to the world the thrilling words, 
That tyrants quail to hear ; 

And write them bold on Freedom’s flag, 
And wave it in the van— 

They are the Fatherhood of God, 
The Brotherhood of man. 


m Upon the sunny mountain’s brow, 


Among the busy throng, 

Proclaim the day for which our hearts 
Have prayed and waited long ; 

{ The grandest words that men have heard 
Since ere the world began, 

They are the Fatherhood of God, 
The Brotherhood of man. 


p Too long the night of ignorance 
Has brooded o’er the mind ; 

Too long the love of wealth and power. 
And not the love of kind ; 


m Now let the blesséd truth bo flash’d 
To earth’s remotest span, 
f Telling the Fatherhood of God, 
_ The Brotherhood of man. 
Anon. 


28 The Presence of Jesus. 
Festus. L.M. Moravian Psalter, 1784. 


f O THov whose glory shone like fire 
Within the temple far away, 

m Grant us our heart’s sincere desire, 
Thy presence with us here to-day. 


p O Thou who, homeless, wandered wide, 
Through far Judea’s favoured land, 

m Make this a home for men, and guide 
The steps of all with Thy strong hand. 


p O Thou who, sorrowing in the night, 
Longed for the love of human friend, 

m Make here a spring of friendship bright 
With Thy rich love that knows no end. 


O Thou whose life and words were one, 
Strong, manly, holy and divine, 
Here may our fellowmen be shown 
How they may live a life like Thine. 
G. A. Warburton. — 
(1st ver. alt.) 


29. = ‘Unity and Progress. 
St. Oswald. 8.7.8.7. J. B. Dykes. 


Sahine Baring-Gould (1834- ) is a well-known 
novelist and writer in historic and medizyal lore, 
He is (1908) rector of Lew Trenchard, Devonshire. 
Like ‘‘ Onward Christian Soldiers,” this hymn was 
written for the children of Horbury Bridge Sunday 
School. Itis a translation from a poem by the Danish 
poet Ingemann, who ranks with Hans Andersen as the 
most popular writer for children in Denmark. On 
Ingemann’s_ seyentieth birthday the children of 
Denmark raised a halfpenny subscription and pre- 
sented him with a beautiful golden horn. 


m TxHrRovuGs the night of doubt and sorrow 
Onward goes the pilgrim band, 
Singing songs of expectation, 
Marching to the promised lana. 


bo 


Clear before us through the darkness 
Gleams and burns the guiding light ; 

Brother clasps the hand of brother, 
Stepping fearless through the night. 


f One the light of God’s own presence 
O’er His ransomed people shed, 
Chasing far the gloom and terror, 

Brightening all the path we tread : 


One the object of our journey, 
One the faith which never tires, 

One the earnest looking forward, 
One the hope our God inspires : 


One the strain that lips of thousands 
Lift as from the heart of one ; 
One the conflict, one the peril, 
One the march in God begun : 


One the gladness of rejoicing 
On the far eternal shore, 

Where the one almighty Father 
Reigns in love for evermore. 


B.S. Ingemann ; 
tr. S. Baring-Gould. 


‘30 = Hail! our Brotherhood 
Foundation. 


Men of Harlech. Welsh Folk-Song. 
Har. by Sir Joseph Barnby. 


P.M. and Chorus. 


f Hatt, our Brotherhood foundation ! 
Hail our holy federation, 
League of service and salvation, 

™m Love for each and all! 


j Brothers true and ready, 

Brothers tried and steady, 
One and all, obey the call, [flying. 
And follow where our Leader’s flag is 
Hail our Brotherhood foundation ! 
Hail our holy federation, 
League of service and salvation. 

m Love for each and all ! 


} Each in faith and courage vying, 
On our Captain’s word relying, 
In His might the battle trying, 

He shall conquer all. 


f Shoulder let us stand to shoulder, 
Still by trusting waxing bolder, 
Love more warm as life grows older, 

Each the friend of all. 


m Leagued to fight with sore temptation, 
Leagued for man’s emancipation ; 

p Now renew our consecration, 

jj God be with us all. Anon. 


*31 We are the Lord's. 
Innocents. otlatlat Anon. 


In one of his delightful meditations, Lynch says, 
“Sing, but fight too. Let the song of faith spirit thee 
for the fight of faith. Praise God by the harmony and 
power of thy life, as well as by the melody of thy 
thanksgiving.” 


m BRoTHERS, let us to the Lord 
Give ourselves, both heart and sword 3 
f Under His commanding eye 
We shall march to victory. 


Great the fight, and strong the foe, 
But in faith we’ll forward go. 
Brothers, on for truth and right, 
Dash to pieces Satan’s might. 


m Cast off fear and lack of faith! 
To our Captain true till death. 
Fight the fight and no retreat, 
Hand to hand the foe we meet 


{ Hark! rings out the bugle call: 
Steady! forward, one and all; 
Brothers, hands upon our swords, 
Let us shout—‘‘ We are the Lord’s.”’ 


T. T. Lynch. 
alt. by H. Jeffs. 


32 Brotherly Love. 


Dennis. H. G. Niigeli. 
Venize. §.M. W. Amps. 


The story of the origin of this hymn lends interest 
to its use at re-union or farewell gatherings. The 
author, John Fawcett (1739-1817), was minister of 
a small Baptist Church, at the modest salary of £25 
a year. A call to a richer charge reached him, 
and he was all ready for departure, when his parish- 
ioners gathered round his door, and with tears in 
their eyes begged him to remain with them. Deeply 
moved, the good man resolved to stay, and shortly 
aeeerante wrote this hymn to commemorate the 
event. 


m BuEstT be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love : 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Ts like to that above. 


Before our Father’s throne 
We pour our ardent prayers : 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts and our Cares. ~ 


We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear, 
p And often for each other flows 
The sympathising tear. 


When we asunder part 
It gives us mutual pain ; 
m But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 


J. Fawcett. 


*33 It is Coming. 


It is Coming. J. P. Attwater. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


Harry Jeffs is known to readers of the “ Christian 
World” under the pseudonym of “J. Penne.” He 
has devoted much of his life to the training of local 
oreavhers, having held conferences with them in many 


parts of the country, and is also a reguiar speaker 
on ‘‘ Brotherhood ” platforms. He is Editor of ‘ The 
Christian World Puipit,” and author of “ Practical 
Lay Preaching’ and “The Good New Times.” 


The tune was specially written for the hymn by the 
organist of Grafton Square Church, Clapham, S.W. 


} Iv is coming, it is coming, that great day 

of which we dream ; 

The eastward hills are flushing with the 
dawnlight’s rosy gleam ; 

Light soon shall chase the shadows from 
the deepest glens away, 

And earth in golden sunshine smile in 
glorious summer day. 


{ Brotherhood, brotherhood, hail it at 

last ; 

Asa dream at the waking, the dark- 
ness is past: 

Brothers, my brothers, with heart 
and with voice, 

In the good time that’s coming, let 
all men rejoice. 


m My soul, be still and listen to the carol 

in the sky : 

Peace on the earth, goodwill to men, 
glory to God on high ; 

Love beats down hate, truth falsehood, 
right is victor over wrong, 

All notes of discord die away, the world 
is filled wrth song. 


mn The Holy City cometh down, its Ruler’s 

name is Love ; 

No sigh or cry of sorrow when His banner 
waves above, 

The citizens are brothers, every heart 
leaps at His call, 

Their joy to serve each other, all foreach 
and each for all. 


f It is coming, it is coming! What can 
check the light’s increase ? 
It shall be very joy to live when He is 
Prince of Peace. 


It is coming, it is coming ! Brothers, look, 
the day’s begun, 

Earth shall be one great brightness with 
its Saviour for its Sun. 


H. Jeffs. 


34 The Men of the Future. 


Simeon. L.M. S. Stanley. 


J. A. Symonds (1840-1893) was a man of scholar- 
ship and literary distinction. Owing to delicate 
health he was compelled to leave England, and 
during a residence at Davos he formed a friendship 
with another distinguished literary invalid—Robert 
Louis Stevenson. He endeared himself to the Swiss 
peasantry by his kindliness and democratic sympathies. 
He is buried at Rome close beside the ashes of the 
poet Shelley. 


} THESE things shall be: a loftier race 
Than e’er the world hath known shall 
rise, 
With flame of freedom in their souls 
And light of knowledge in their eyes. 


m They shall be gentle, brave, and strong 
To spill no drop of blood, but dare 
All that may plant man’s lordship firm 
On earth, and fire, and sea, and air. 


f Nation with nation, land with land, 
Inarmed shall live as comrades free ; 
In every heart and brain shall throb 
The pulse of one fraternity. 


m Man shall love man with heart as pure 
And fervent as the young-eyed throng 
Who chant their heavenly psalms before 
God’s face with undiscordant song. 


New arts shall bloom of loftier mould, 
f And mightier music thrill the skies, 
And every life shall be a song, 
When all the earth is paradise. 


m hero shali be no more sin, nor shame, 
p Though pain and passion may not die; 
{ For man shall be at one with God 

In bonds of firm necessity. 


J. A. Symonds. 
(By kind permission of Messrs. Smith, Elder & Co.) 


385 ~=Christ for the World. 


Olivet. 6.6.4.6.6.6.4. L. Mason. 


S. Wolcott (1813-1886) was an American Congre- 
gational minister, and for a few years a missionary 
in Syria. The hymn was suggested by a motto 
“Christ for the world, and the world for Christ,” 
which the author saw displayed at a Y.M.C.A. meeting. 
The words were subsequently adopted as the motto 
of the Christian Endeavour movement. e 


} Crist for the world we sing 

The world to Christ we bring 
With loving zeal ; 

p The poor, and them that mourn, 
The faint and overborne, 
Sin-sick and sorrow-worn, 

m Whom Christ doth heal. 


} Christ for the world we sing ! 
The world to Christ we bring 
With fervent prayer ; 
p The wayward and the lost, 
By restless passions tossed, 
m Redeemed at countless cost 
From dark despair. 


{ Christ for the world we sing ! 
The world to Christ we bring 
With one accord ; 

m With us the work to share, 
With us reproach to dare, 
With us the cross to bear 

For Christ our Lord. 


} Christ for the world we sing ! 
The world to Christ we bring 
With joyful song ; 


The new-born souls, whose days, 

Reclaimed from error’s ways, 

Inspired with hope and praise, 
To Christ belong. 


S. Wolcott. 


*36 O Golden Day! 


Ellacombe. Kocher’s Zionsharfe 1854. 
C.M.D. 


m O GOLDEN day! so long desired, 

Born of a darksome night, 

Soon shall the waiting earth be fired 
With thy resplendent light ; 

Soon shall resound the joyous word 
O’er hill and vale and sea, 

/ “One Master, Christ ; one Sovereign Lord, 

And brethren al! are we.” 


p Soon shall the night of darkness cease, 
Its storms no longer roar ; 
The threatening foes of God’s own peace 
Shall vex His world no more ; 
/ Ten thousand thousand hearts shall sing 
The surging harmony, 
““One Master, Christ ; one Saviour King, 
And brethren all are we.” 


Sing on, ye chorus of the morn, 
Lift high the glad refrain, 

Till o’er the distant isles is borne 
The sweet triumphant strain ; 

Till every race, with ransomed powers, 
In loving loyalty 

Shall sing, ‘‘ One Master, Christ, is ours, 
And brethren all are we.” 


m O golden day! the ages’ crown, 
Alight with heavenly love, 
Glad day of promise and renown, 
On to thy triumph move ; 


{ When all the world with one accord, 
In full-voiced unity, k * 
Shall sing, ‘“‘ One Master, Christ, our Lord, 
And brethren all are we.” 


C. A. Dickenson 
(alid. by F.J.G.) 


37 ~—s Let there be Light. 
Moscow. 6.6.4.6.6.6.4. F. Giardini. 


John Marriott (1780-1825', the composer of this 
missionary hymn, was a friend of Sir Walter Scott. 


Giardini, who composed the tune, attained renown 
as one of the great violinists of the eighteenth century. 
A native of Turin, he was in his youth a chorister at 
Milan Cathedral. In later life he resided mainly in 
England, and he wrote a few hymn-tunes for Wesley. 
He died at Moscow in 1796. 


}/ THov, whose almighty word 
Chaos and darkness heard, 
And took their flight ; 

p Hear us, we humbly pray, 
And where the gospel’s day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 

f Let there be light. 


nm Thou, who didst come to bring 
On Thy redeeming wing 
Healing and sight, 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Sight to the inly blind, 
O now, to all mankind, 
f Let there be light. 


m Spirit of truth and love, 
Life-giving, holy Dove, 

f Speed forth Thy flight; 

m Move on the waters’ face, 
Spreading the beams of grace, 
And in earth’s darkest place 

f Let there be light. 


J. Marriott. 


38 The New “Glory Song.” 


The Glory Song. C. H. Gabriel. 
10.10.10.10. Dactyllic, and Chorus. 


C. Silvester Horne (1835- ) is the son of Charles 
Horne, of Newport, Salop. He began his ministerial 
career in 1889 at the Congregational Church, Kensing- 
ton, W. In 1903 he took charge of Whitefield’s 
Tabernacle in West London, where he has succeeded 
in converting a church of the ordinary Congregational 
type into _a vigorous and successful Institutional 
Mission. He is the author of “ A Popular History of 
the Free Churches.” 

Mr. Horne took advantage of the great popular- 
ity of this tune to write words more in accordance 
with the needs of the worship of his congregation 
than those usually sung to it. 


{ Sing we the King who is coming to reign, 
Glory to Jesus, the Lamb that was slain, 
Life and salvation His empire shall bring, 
Joy to the nations when Jesus is King. 


f Come let us sing, Praise to our King, 
Jesus our King, Jesus our King: 
This is our song, who to Jesus belong : 
Glory to Jesus, to Jesus our King. 


All men shall dwell in His marvellous 
light, . 
Races long severed His love shall unite, 
Justice and truth from His sceptre shall 
spring, 
Wrong shall be ended when Jesus is King. 


All shall be well in His kingdom of peace, 

Freedom shall flourish and wisdom in- 
crease, 

Foe shall be friend when His triumph 
we sing, 

Sword shall be sickle when Jesus is King. 


m Souls shall be saved from the burden of 


sin, 
Doubt shall not darken His witness 
within, 
jf Hell hath no terrors, and death hath no 
sting ; 


Love is victorious when Jesus is King. 


p Kingdom of Christ, for thy coming we 
pray, 
Hasten, O Father, the dawn of the day 
m When this new song Thy creation shall 
sing, 
{ Satan is vanquished and Jesus is King! 
C. S. Horne. 


39 The Battle Hymn of the 
Republic. 


John Brown. P.M. and Chorus. W. Steffe. 


Julia Ward Howe (1819- ), the famous Aboli- 
tionist, wrote this poem after witnessing a military 
review in 1860, just at the commencement of the 
American Civil War. It was written to the tune 
of a song which the troops had been singing, ‘‘ John 
Brown’s body lies a-mouldering in the grave.” John 
Brown, the hero of this song, was one of the most 
picturesque figures in the Abolition struggle. He 
hated the slave trade, and believing that some 
heroic act to strike the imagination of the people 
was needed, he made his famous midnight raid, with 
only nineteen followers, into Harper’s Ferry. He was 
condemned to death as a traitor, and his last act 
before mounting the scaffold was to kiss a little negro 
child. The execution created a profound sensation, 
and is believed to have ensured the election of Lincoln 
to the Presidency. 


} Mine eyes have seen the glory of the 
coming of the Lord ; 
He is trampling out the vintage where the 
grapes of wrath are stored ; 
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of 
His terrible, swift sword : 
His truth is marching on. 
f Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
His truth is marching on. 


jf He has sounded forth the trumpet that 
shall never call retreat ; 
m He is sifting out the hearts of men before 
His judgment-seat : 
f Be swift, my soul, to answer Him! be 
jubilant, my feet ! 
Our God is marching on. 
{ Glory, glory, Hallclujah ! 
Our God is marching on. 


p In the beauty of the lilies Christ was 
born across the sea, 
With a glory in His bosom that trans- , 
figures you and me; 
m As He died to make men holy, let us die 
to make men free, 
f While God is marching on. 
f Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
While God is marching on. 


Julia Ward Howe. 


40 Our Watchword. 


Armageddon. Adapted by Sir J. Goss. 
St. Albans. Arranged from Haydn. 
6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. 

Dean Alford (1810-1871) wrote this processional 
hymn for a choral festival held at Canterbury in 1871. 
He composed it while walking slowly round the aisles 
of the Cathedral. The effect when the hymn was sung 
by a thousand choristers was said to be profoundly 
impressive. Alford, however, did not live to hear it. 

m ForRWARD! be our watchword, 

Steps and voices joined ; 
Seek the things before us, 
Not a look behind ; 
Burns the fiery pillar 
At our army’s head ; 
Who shall dream of shrinking, 
By our Captain led ? 
jf Forward through the desert, 
Through the toil and fight ; 
Canaan lies before us, 
Zion beams with light. 


m Forward, flock of Jesus, 
Salt of all the earth, 
Till each yearning purpose 
Spring to glorious birth ; 
p Sick, they ask for healing, 
Blind, they grope for day: 
m Pour upon the nations 
Wisdom’s loving ray. 
f Forward, out of error, 
Leave behind the night ; 
Forward through the darkness, 
Forward into light. 


m Glories upon glories 
Hath our God prepared, 
By the souls that love Him 
One day to be shared ; 
Eye hath not beheld them, 
Ear hath never heard ; 
Nor of these hath uttered 
Thought or speech a word. 
f Forward, ever forward, 
Clad in armour bright, 
Till the veil be lifted, 
Till our faith be sight. 


m Far o’er yon horizon 
Rise the city towers, 
Where our God abideth ; 
That fair home is ours : 
} Flash the streets with jasper, 
Shine the gates with gold, 
Flows the gladdening river, 
Shedding joys untold. 
Thither, onward thither, 
In the Spirit’s might ; 
Pilgrims to your country, 
Forward into light. 


H. Alford. 


41 The Reign of Jesus. 


Warrington. R. Harrison. 
Madrid. L.M. W. Matthews. 


In order of time, this is the first great missionary 
hymn in the language. John Telford records that it 
was sung by the King of Tonga and his people, when, 
on Whit Sunday, 1862, they gathered under the 
banyan trees preparatory to the adoption of a Christian 
form of government, and “‘ as the people remembered 
how they had been saved from cannibal horrors, one 
after another broke down in sobs over the bitter past 
from which the Gospel had rescued them.” 


} Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Doth his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more, 


m For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And praises throng to crown His head ; 

p His name like sweet perfume shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 


m Peoples and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song, 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His name. 


f Blessings abound where’er He reigns ; 
The prisoner leaps to Jose his chains ; 
m The weary find eternal rest, 
And all the sons of want are blest. 


f Let every creature rise and bring 
Its grateful honours to our King; 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 


I. Watts. 


492, Tell it out: 


Epenetus. Frances R. Havergal. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


Frances Ridley Havergal (1836-1879) takes high 
Tank amongst the “‘ daughters of the Magnificat.’ 
“*She sanz the love of God sweetly and simply,’’—and 
what is best of all, her life and her songs make one 
music. 

This hymn was written one snowy Sunday morning 
when Miss Havergal was kept’from Chureh. As she 
read the Psalms for the day to herself, the words 
“ Tell it out among the heathen that the Lord is King ” 
(Psalm xevi. 10, Prayer Book version) attracted her. 
“T thought,” she says, ‘‘ ‘ What a splendid first line!’ 
and the words and music came rushing in on me.” 
Miss Havergal once said all her best poems came in 
that way, and she experienced a “ most distinct 
and happy consciousness” that God was helping 
her to write them. 


f Text it out among the heathen that the 
Lord is King ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations, bid them 
shout and sing ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 


Tell it out with adoration that He shall 
increase, 

That the mighty King of Glory is the 

; King of Peace ; 

Tell it out with jubilation, though the 
Waves may roar, 

That He sitteth on the waterfloods, our 
King for evermore. 


f Tell it out among the heathen that 
the Lord is King ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations, bid 
them shout and sing ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 


7 Tell it out among the heathen that the 
Saviour reigns ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations, bid them 
burst their chains ; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
m Tell it out among the weeping ones that 
Jesus lives; 
Tell it out among the weary ones what 
rest He gives; 
Tell it out among the sinful that He 
came to save; 
Tell it out among the dying that He 
triumphed o’er the grave. 


/ Tell it out among the heathen, Jesus 
reigns above; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations that His 
reign is love; 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the highways and 
the lanes at home ; 
m Let it ring across the mountains and 
the ocean foam ; 
/ Like the sound of many waters let our 
glad shout be, 
Till it echo and re-echo from the islands 
of the sea. 


Frances R. Havergal. 


43 A Message to the Nations. 


A Message to the Nations ~° 4H. E. Nichol. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


m We’VE a story to tell to the nations, 
That shall turn their hearts to the right, 
A story of truth and sweetness, 
A story of peace and light, 
A story of peace and light. 
{ For the darkness shall turn to dawning, 
And the dawning to noonday 
bright, 
And Christ’s great kingdom shall come 
on earth, 
The kingdom of love and light. 
(Repeat Chorus.) 


f We’ve a song to be sung to the nations, 
That shall lift their hearts to the Lord ; 
A song that shall conquer evil, 
And shatter the spear and sword, 
And shatter the spear and sword. 


m We've a message to give to the nations, 
That the Lord, who reigneth above, 
Hath sent us His Son to save us, 
And show us that God is love, 
And show us that God is love. 


p We’ve a Saviour to show to the nations, 
Who the path of sorrow has trod, 
m That all of the world’s great peoples 
Might come to the truth of God, 
Might come to the truth of G d. 


Colin Sterne. 


2 


44 Jesus Saves. 


We have heard 
the Joyful Sound. W. J. Kirkpatrick. 


7.3.7.3.7.7.7.3. 


m WE have heard the joyful sound: 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 
Tell the message all around: 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves! 


Bear the news to every land, 
Climb the steeps and cross the waves : 
f} Onward !—’tis our Lord’s command : 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 


m Waft it on the rolling tide : 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 
Say to sinners far and wide, 
Jesus saves ! Jesus saves ! 
/ Sing, ye islands of the sea, 
Echo back, ye ocean caves ; 
Earth shall keep her jubilee : 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 


Sing above the toil and strife : 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves! 
By His death and endless life 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 
p Sing it softly through the gloom, 
When the heart for mercy craves ; 
f Sing in triumph o’er the tomb— 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 


Give the winds a mighty voice: 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 
Let the nations now rejoice : 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves ! 
Shout salvation full and free 
To every strand that ocean laves ; 
This our song of victory, 
Jesus saves! Jesus saves! 


Priscilla J. Owens. 


45 Revive Thy Work! 


Revive Thy Work. W. H. Doane. 
S.M. and Chorus. 


m Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Now to Thy saints appear ; 

f O speak with power to every soul, 
And let Thy people hear. 


m Revive Thy work, O Lord ! 

p While here to Thee we bow; 
Descend, O gracious Lord, descend ! 

m  O come, and bless us now! 


m Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Exalt Thy precious name ; 
And may Thy love in every heart 
Be kindled to a flame. 


m Revive Thy work, O Lord ; 
And bless to all Thy Word ! 
And may its pure and sacred truth 
In living faith be heard. 


m Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Give Pentecostal showers ; 

f Be Thine the glory, Thine alone! 
The blessing, Lord, be ours. 


Fanny J. Crosby and A. Midlane. 


46 The Lord’s Anointed. 


Criiger. Johann Criiger. 
Lancashire. 7.6.7.6.D. H. Smart. 


James Montgomery (1771-1854) was the son of a 
Moravian minister. He wrote this hymn to be sung 
at Christmas at a Moravian Settlement. The last 
line was altered to its present form by Keble, Mont- 
gomery’s original reading being—‘‘ His name—what 
is it ?—LOvE.”” Montgomery lived a strenuous life 
as a journalist at Sheffleld. His independence of 
mind took him on two occasions to York prison, 
and it was whilst there that he wrote many of 
poems, including his pathetic “‘ Verses to a Robin Red- 
peak =a bird. which visited his prison window every 

y. 


} Hatz to the Lord’s Anointed ; 
Great David’s greater Son ; 
Hail in the time appointed, 
His reign on eaith begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 
To set the captive free ; 
m To take away transgression, 
And rule in equity. 


m He comes with succour speedy, 
To those who suffer wrong ; 

p To help the poor and needy, 
And bid the weak be strong ; 

m To give them songs for sighing, 
Their darkness turn to light, 

Whose souls, condemned and dying, 

Were precious in His sight. 


He shall come down like showers 
Upon the fruitful earth ; 
m And love, joy, hope, like flowers, 
Spring in His path to birth. 
Before Him on the mountains 
Shall Peace, the herald, go ; 
And righteousness, in fountains 
From hill to valley flow. 


Arabia’s desert ranger 

To Him shall bow the knee : 
The Ethiopian stranger, 

His glory come to see : 
With offerings of devotion, 

Ships from the isles shall meet, 
To pour the wealth of ocean 

In tribute at His feet.- 


f Wings shall fall down before Him, 
And gold and incense bring ; 
All nations shall adore Him, 
His praise all people sing. 
m For Him shall prayer unceasing, 

And daily vows ascend : 

His kingdom still increasing, 
A kingdom without end. 


{ Over every foe victorious, 

He on His throne shall rest ; 

From age to age more glorious, 
All blessing and all blest. 

The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove ; 

His name shall stand for ever, 
His changeless name of Love. 


J. Montgomery. 


47 The World for Jesus. 


The Whole Wide World. J. H. Maunder. 
7.6.7.6.D. and Chorus. 


Mrs. Johnson is the wife of a Presbyterian minister 
of Chicago. The hymn was written for a meeting 


of the Women’s Foreign Missionary Society of Balti- 
more. 


} Tae whole wide world for Jesus! 

This shall our watchword be, 

Upon the highest mountain, 
Down by the widest sea— 

The whole wide world for Jesus! 
To Him shall all men bow, 

In city or in prairie— 
The world for Jesus now! 


f The whole wide world, 

The whole wide world— 

Proclaim the gospel tidings through 
The whole wide world ; 

Lift up the cross for Jesus, 
His banner be unfurl’d— 

Till ev’ry tongue confess Him through 
The whole wide world! 


m ‘The whole wide world for Jesus ” 
Inspires us with the thought 
That ev’ry son of Adam 
Has by His blood been bought ; 
The whole wide world for Jesus! 
O faint not by the way ! 
The cross shall surely conquer 
In this our glorious day. 


} The whole wide world for Jesus! 
The marching order sound— 
Go ye and preach the Gospel 
Wherever man is found. 
The whole wide world for Jesus! 
Our banner is unfurl’d— 
We battle now for Jesus, 
And faith demands the world ! 


Catherine Johnson. 


48 Fling out the Banner. 
Pentecost. LM. W. Boyd. 


Dr. Doane (1799-1859) was Bishop of New Jersey. 
Mr. Telford says ‘* His learning and great gifts of mind 
and heart have won him a lasting place in the religious 
life of America.” He is an important contributor 
to American hymnody. 

Since the London Conference of P.S.A. Brother- 
hoods in 1906, this hymn has been regarded as the 
“Marseillaise”’ of that movement. 

f Frc out the banner! Let it float 
Skyward and seaward, high and wide ; 

The sun that lights its shining folds, 

m ‘The cross on which the Saviour died. 


7 Fling out the banner! (p) Angels bend 
In anxious silence o’er the sign, 
And vainly seek to comprehend 
The wonder of the love divine. 


j Fling out the banner! Heathen lands 
Shall see from far the glorious sight, 
And nations crowding to be born 
Baptize their spirits in its light. 


Fling out the banner! Let it float 
Skyward and seaward, high and wide! 
Our glory only in the cross, 
Our only hope the Crucified. 


Fling out the banner! Wide and high, 
Seaward and skyward let it shine: 
m Nor skill, nor might, nor merit ours ; 
f We conquer only in that sign. 


G. W. Doane. 


49 The Good Fight. 
Pentecost. L.M. Wm. Boyd. 


J. S. B. Monsell (1811-1875) was the son of Arch- 
deacon Monsell, of Iondonderry. He became Rector 
of Guildford, and was killed by a falling stone while 
watching the restoration of his church there. One 
who knew him, writes “ His was quite an ideal house- 
hold, full of the beauty of holiness, with genial bright- 
ness and gaiety playing like sunshine over all the 
troubles of life.” He was the author of about three 
hundred hymns. 


} Ficut the good fight with all thy’ might, 
Christ is thy strength and Christ thy right ; 


Lay hold on life, and it shall be 
Thy joy and crown eternally. 


m Run the straight race through God’s geod 
grace, 
Lift up thine eyes and seek His face ; 
Life with its way before thee lies, 
Christ is the path and Christ the prize. 


Cast care aside, lean on thy Guide ; 
His boundless mercy will provide ; 
Trust, and thy trusting soul shall prove 
Christ is its life, and Christ its love. 


f Faint not, nor fear, His arms are near ; 
He changeth not and thou art dear; 
Only believe and thou shalt see 
That Christ is all in all to thee. 


J. S. B. Monscll. 


50 The Call of the Heathen. 


Missionary. 7.6.7.6.D. L. Mason. 


Heber’s interest in foreign missions began in his 
youth. His prize poem at Oxford was a missionary 
one. His biographer says, “ For years he stood almost 
alone among the students at Oxford and among the 
squires of England, and the clergy of the Church. in 
the personal support of the four great Missionary and 
Bible Societies of his youth.”” Thishymn was written 
for a Missionary service in Wrexham Church, on 
Whit Sunday, 1819. In 1823, Heber was appointed 
Bishop of Calcutta, and while in India he had the joy 
of ordaining the first native Christian minister, the 
aged and accomplished Abdul Masih. Heber died sud- 
denly, in his early prime, at Trichinopoly, in Southern 
India. 


m From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand, 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from error’s chain. 


p What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft on Ceylon’s isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile ; 
In vain with lavish kindness, 
The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 


sn Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 
Can we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny ? 
f Salvation! O salvation ! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah’s name. 


Waft, waft, ye winds, His story; 
And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till o’er our ransomed nature, 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign. 


R. Heber. 


51 A Psalm of Life. 


Stuttgart. Psalmodia Sacra Gotha, 1715. 
8.7.8.7. 


Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882) was 
born at Portland, Maine. In 1854 he became Pro- 
fessor of Modern Languages at Harvard University. 

He is pre-eminently the poet of the people. His 
themes are generally homely and his verse melodious. 
The ‘‘ Psalm of Life’’ was written at an open win- 
dow in the morning sun, and was first published in 
**The Knickerbocker Magazine,”’ in 1838. 


m TELL me not in mournful numbers, 

“ Life is but an empty dream ; ” 

For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 


} Life is real, Life is earnest, 
And the grave is not its goal ; 
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,” 
Was not spoken of the soul. 


m Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
Is our destined end or way ; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-day. 


Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time, 


Footprints that perhaps another, 
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

p A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
m Seeing, shall take heart again. 


{ Let us then be up and doing, 

With a heart for any fate, 

Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labour and to wait. 


H. W. Longfellow. 


52 Onward, Christian Soldiers. 


St. Gertrude. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
Onward Christian Soldiers. A. Geibel. 
6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. 


This hymn was composed one Saturday night. 
to be sung the following day at a Sunday School 
festival at Horbury Bridge, Yorkshire. It was 
originally set to a melody by Haydn. 


fj Onwagp, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 
With the cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 


Christ the royal Master 
Leads against the foe: 
Forward into battle 
See His banners go ! 


? Onward, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 
With the cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 


j At the name of Jesus 

Satan’s host doth flee : 

On then, Christian soldiers, 
On to victory : 

Hell’s foundations quiver 
At the shout of praise ; 

Brothers, lift your voices, 
Loud your anthems raise. 


/ Like a mighty army 
Moves the Church of God. 
Brothers, we are treading 
Where the saints have trod. 
We are not divided, 
All one body we, 
One in hope and purpose, 
One in charity. 


ny Crowns and thrones may perish, 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
f But the Church of Jesus 
Constant will remain : 
Gates of hell can never 
*°Gainst that Church prevail ; 
We have Christ’s own promise, 
And that cannot fail. 


on Onward, then, ye people, 
Join our happy throng, 
Blend with ours your voices 
In the triumph song ; 
f “Glory, praise, and honour 
Unto Christ the King!” 
This through countless ages 
Men and angels sing. 


S. Baring-Gould. 


53 The Holy War. 
St. Leonard’s. C.M.D. H. Hiles. 


Reginald Heber (1783-1826) did much to remove 
the prejudice against hymn-singing which formerly 
existed in the Church of England. He placed the 
Olney hymns in the pews of his church at Hodnet, and 
wrote a number of new ones himself for use there, 
several of them being set to Scotch and Welsh song- 
tunes. He invited Scott, Southey and Milman to 
join him in editing a hymn book for use in the Church 
of England, but the scheme fell through on his appoint- 
ment to the See of Calcutta in 1823. Dr. Gregory 
‘truly remarks that he did for the Church of England 
what Watts had done for the Nonconformists. He 
was the first great Anglican hymn-writer. 


m THE Son of God goes forth to war, 

A kingly crown to gain ; 
His blood-red banner streams afar : 

Who follows in His train ? 

p Who best can drink His cup of woe, 
Triumphant over pain ; 

m Who patient bears His cross below, 
He follows in His train, 


The martyr first, whose eagle eye 
Could pierce beyond the grave, 
Who saw his Master in the sky, 
And called on Him to save. 
p Like Him, with pardon on his tongue, 
In midst of mortal pain, 
He prayed for them that did the wrong : 
m Who follows in his train ? 


} A glorious band, the chosen few 
On whom the Spirit came ; 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they 
knew, 
And mocked the cross and flame. 
They met the tyrant’s brandished steel, 
The lion’s gory mane, 
p They bowed their necks the death to feel : 
m Who follows in their train ? 


f Anoble army, men and boys, 
The matron and the maid, 
Around the Saviour’s throne rejoice, 
In robes of light arrayed. 


m They climbed the steep ascent of heaven, 
Through peril, toil, and pain : 

p O God, to us may grace be given 
To follow in their train. 


R., Heber. 


*54 Who's to Blame? 
Volunteers. 17.3.7.3.7.7.7.3. J.P. Attwater. 


This hymn was written in 1908, with the desire to 
counteract pessimistic views as to the power of vested 
interesis in evil things, and to encourage those who 
are challenging them. The tune was specially com- 
posed for the hymn. 


m If the world is going wrong, 
Who’s to blame ? 
Tf the host of evil’s strong, 
Whose the shame ? 
Have I stood out from the fight ? 
Never helped the cause of right ? 
Nothing done to spread the light ?— 
Mine’s the blame. 


p Have I worked for nought but pelf ? 
What so base ! 

Have my thoughts been all for self ? 
What disgrace ! 

m If I’ve strength I'll help the weak ; 
Fearless for the dumb Ill speak ; 
Turn the wanderer to seek 

Jesus’ face. 


Through Christ’s men the world to save 
Is God’s plan. 

See our Captain’s banner wave 
In the van. 

Is there one who is afraid 

When he sees the foe arrayed ? 

} Brother! never be dismayed :— 

Play the man ! 


dH. Jeffs. 


55 Stand up for Jesus. ° 


Morning Light. G. J. Webb. 
Stand up for Jesus. A. Geibel. 


7.6.7.6.D. (and with Chorus.) 


Dr. Duffield (1818-1888) was an American Presby- 
terian minister. He was inspired to write this hymn 
on hearing oi the death of a young fellow-minister 
who had beer much persecuted for pleading the cause 
of the slives, and who, when dying, sent a message 
to the Y.M.C.A. with which he was associated, telling 
them to ‘Stand up for Jesus.” “It was,” says 
Dr. Duffield, “‘ as if he had said ‘ Stand up for Jesus 
in the person of the down-trodden slaves.’ ” 


m STAND up! stand up for Jesus, 

Ye soldiers of the cross ; 

Lift high His royal banner, 
It must not suffer loss. 

From victory unto victory 
His army shall He lead, 

Till every foe is vanquished, 
And Christ is Lord indeed. 


/ Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 

The trumpet call obey ! 

Forth to the mighty conflict, 
In this His glorious day ! 

Ye that are men, now serve Him, 
Against unnumbered foes ; 

Let courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose. 


m Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
Stand in His strength alone ; 
p The arm of flesh will fail you, 
Ye dare not trust your own. 
m Put on the Gospel armour, 
And watching unto prayer, 
Where duty calls, or danger, 
Be never wanting there. 


m Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
The strife will not be long ; 
This day the noise of battle, 
The next the victor’s song. 


f To him that overcometh 
A crown of life shall be; 
He, with the King of Glory, 
Shall reign eternally. 


G. Duffield. 
56 The Life-Line. 
Throw out E. S. Ufford, 
the Life-line. arr. by G. C. Stebbins. 


10.10.10.10 Dactyllic, and Chorus. 


The idea of this hymn was suggested to the author 
by a shipwreck he witnessed off the shores of Massa- 
chusetts. 


m THrRow out the Life-line across the dark 

wave, 

There isa brother whom some one should 
save, 

Somebody’s brother! O who then will 
dare 

To throw out the Life-line, his peril to 
share ? 


m Throw out the Life-line ! 
Throw out the Life-line ! 
Some one is drifting away: 
Throw out the Life-line ! 
Throw out the Life-line ! 
Some one is sinking to-day. 


f Throw out the Life-line with hand quick 
and strong : 
Why do you tarry, my brother, so long ? 
m See—he is sinking; O hasten to-day— 
f And out with the Life-boat! away then, 
away ! 


m Throw out the Life-line to danger-fraught 
men, 
p Sinking in anguish where you’ve never 
been : 
Winds of temptation and billows of wce 
Will soon hurl them out where the cark 
waters flow. 


p Soon will the season of rescue be o’er, 
Soon will they drift to eternity’s shore : 
m Haste then, my brother! no time for 
delay, 
But throw out the Life-line, and save 
them to-day ! 


E. S. Ufford. 


57 Rescue the Perishing. 


Rescue the Perishing. W. H. Doane. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


Ira D. Sankey gives the following account of the 
origin of this hymn :—‘‘ Fanny Crosby returned one 
day from a visit to a mission in one of the worst districts 
in New York City, where she had heard about the 
needs of the lost and perishing. Her sympathies were 
aroused to help the lowly and neglected, and the ery 
of her heart went forth in this hymn.” 


m RESCUE the perishing, care for the dying, 

Snatch them in pity from sin and the 
grave ; 

p Weep o’er the erring one, lift up the fallen, 

m ‘Tell them of Jesus the mighty to save. 


m Rescue the perishing, care for the 
dying ; 
Jesus is merciful, Jesus will save, 


m Though they are slighting Him, still He 
is waiting, 
Waiting the penitent child to receive. 
Plead with them earnestly, plead with 
them gently ; 
He will forgive if they only believe. 


p Down in the human heart, crushed by the 


tempter, 
Feelings lie buried that grace can 
restore : 
m Toxched by a loving hand, wakened by 
kindness, 


Chords that were broken will vibrate 
once more, 


m Rescue the perishing, duty demands it ; 
Strength for thy labour the Lord will 


provide : 
Back to the narrow way patiently win 
them : [died. 


Tell the poor wanderers a Saviour has 
Fanny J. Crosby. 


58 The Whole Armour of God. 


Minehead. F. C. Maker. 
Diademata. S.M.D. Sir George J. Elwzy. 


These lines were written amid the strain and turmoil 
of the great revival. Charles Wesley, like his brother, 
met with much persecution. More than once he was 
in dangzr of his life: savage bulls were turned loose 
into his meetings: his clothing was torn from him: 
angry mobs stoned him: and many of his converts 
were sciz2d by the press-gang. In this great hymn 
we szem to hear “ the shout of victory ” above the 
tumult. 

f  Sotprers of Christ, arise, 

And put your armour on, 

Strong in the strength which God supplies 
Through His eternal Son ; 
Strong in the Lord of hosts, 
And in His mighty power ; 

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than conqueror. 


Stand then in His great might, 
With all His strength endued ; 

But take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God. 

m Leave no unguarded place, 

No weakness of the soul : 

Take every virtue, every grace, 
And fortify the whole. 


j From strength to strength go on, 

Wrestle and fight and pray, 
Tread all the powers of darkness down, 

And win the well-fought day. 

m That, having all things done, 
And all your conflicts past, 

f Ye may o’ercome through Christ alone, 
And stand entire at last. 


C. Wesley. 


59 Sound the Battle Cry! 


Sound the Battle Cry. W. F. Sherwin. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


f Sounp the battle ery! See! the foe is 
nigh; 

Raise the standard high for the Lord ; 

Gird your armour on; stand firm every 
ono ; 

Rest your cause upon His holy word. 
f Rouse, then, soldiers! rally round 
the banner ! 
Ready, steady, pass the word 


along ; 
Onward, forward, shout aloud 
hosanna ! 
Christ is Captain of the mighty 
throng. 
? Strong to meet the foe, marching on we 
80, 
While our cause, we know, must pre- 
vail ; 
Shield and banner bright, gleaming in the 
light ; 
Battling for the right, we ne’er can 
fail. 


pO Thou God of all, hear us when we 
eall, 
Help us one and all by Thy grace ; 
m When the battle’s done and the vict’ry’s 
won, 
May we wear the crown before Thy face. 


W. F. Sherwin. 


60 The Life of Joy. 
Switzerland. C.M.D. T. Palmer. 
Mrs. E. S. Armitage (1841- ) is a granddaughter 


of Dr. Raffles, the famous liverpool preacher, and 
is the wife of Prof. Armitage, of the United Congre- 
gational College, Bradford. 3 

The tune, now published for the first time, was 
composed, after watching the sun rise over the moun- 


tains, on a beautiful summer morning, at the Swiss 
village of St. Luc. It was sung by a company of 
the composer’s friends the same evening, ‘set to some 
original lines beginning, *‘I love the rugged mountain 
path.”’ The composer bas kindly adapted it for our 
use. 


m O Lorp of life, and love, and power, 

How joyful life might be 

If in Thy service every hour 
We lived and moved with Thee ; 

If youth in all its bloom and might 
By Thee were sanctified, 

And manhood found its chief delight 
In working at Thy side ! 


*Tis ne’er too late, while life shall last, 
A new life to begin ; 

*Tis ne’er too late to leave the past, 
And break with self and sin ; 

And we this day, both old and young, 
Would earnestly aspire 

For hearts to nobler purpose strung, 
And purified desire. 


Nor for ourselves alone we plead, 
But for all faithful souls 
Who serve Thy cause by word or deed, 
Whose names Thy book enrols : 
O speed Thy work, victorious King, 
And give Thy workers might, 
That through the world Thy truth may 
ring, 
And all men see Thy light. 


Ela S. Armitage. 


~ 


61 The Triumph of Right. 
Treves. C.M. H. Giles. 


p O it is hard to work for God, 
To rise and take His part 
Upon the battle-field of earth, 
And not sometimes lose heart ! 


m Workman of God! O lose nut heart, 
But learn what God is like ; 

7 And in the darkest battlefield 
Thou shalt know where to strike. 


m Thrice blest is he to whom is given 
The instinct that can tell 
That God 1s on the field when He 
Is most invisible. 


Then learn to scorn the praise of men, 
And learn to lose with God ; 

For Jesus won the world through shame, 
And beckons thee His road. 


/ For right is right, since God is God; 
And right the day must win ; 
To doubt wou!ld be disloyalty, 
To falter would be sin. 


F. W. Faber. 


*62 The Carpenter of Galilee. 
Rochester. 8.8.8.8.8.8. V. Novello. 


F. T. Read is headmaster at Sir Josiah Mason’s 
Orphanage at Erdington, near Birmingham. From 
early life he has contributed verse and prose to 
weekly and monthly journals. 


m O Love Supreme, for ever near 
In Christ our brother working man, 
We pray Thee in our midst appear 
And help us as we toil and plan ; 
f O wonderful that Thou shouldst be 
The Carpenter of Galilee! 


m Great Brother, here with us abide, 
Thyself the pattern all men need ; 
Thy hand to check, Thine eye to guide, 
Thy will our wayward wills to lead ; 
p Our Healer when we disagree; 
The Carpenter of Galilee. 


m In truest union may we be 
Bound by a common Christ-like good, 
In temperance, honour, purity, 
And self -forgetful brotherhood ; 
Our rules, the Gospel precepts free, 
The Carpenter's of Galilee. 


p Whene’er our zeal is burning low, 
When right is hard, and easy wrong ; 
When we despair at progress slow, 
And the old sins are pulling strong, 
m Then for fresh strength we turn to Thee, 
The Carpenter of Galilee. 


Go forth with us, Thou wondrous Guest, 
We need Thee in the shop, the home ; 
Thy presence will our steps arrest 
When we shall tempted be to roam ; 
7 And men in us Thyself shall see, 
The Carpenter of Galilee. 


F.T. Read. 


63 A Marching Song. 
Barton. 7.6.7.6. Lambic. J. H. Knecht. 


J. M. Neale (1818-1866) devoted much of his life 
to unearthing and reproducing for the use of the 
Christian Church the poetry of medieval Christendom. 
In his translations from the Greek he was on new 
ground. He was without ambition, and spent the 
greater part of his life as Warden of an almshouse 
with a stipend of £28 a year. 

Joseph ‘The Hymnographer”’ (ninth century) 
is perhaps the chief of the Greek hymn writers. His 
life was full of adventure. He was captured by 
brigands and sent into slavery; he regained his 
liberty, and founded a monastery in Constantinople, 
from which he was banished owing to a theological 
dispute, only to return later and find high favour in 
the Greek Church. Neale’s version is largely original. 


m O Happy band of pilgrims, 
If onward ye will tread 
With Jesus as your Fellow 
To Jesus as your Head ! 


O happy, if ye labour 

As Jesus did for men ; 
O happy, if ye hunger, 

As Jesus hungered then. 


p The cross that Jesus carried, 
He carried as your due ; 

m The crown that Jesus weareth, 
He weareth it for you. 


The faith by which ye see Hin, 
The hope in which ye yearn, 
The love that through all troubles 

To Him alone will turn, 


p The trials that beset you, 

The sorrows ye endure, 

The manifold temptations 
That death alone can cure,— 


m What are they but His jewels 

Of right celestial worth ? 
What are they but the ladder 
Set up to heav’n on earth ? 


{ O happy band of pilgrims, 
Look upward to the skies, 
Where such a light affliction 
Shall win you such a prize! 


Joseph the Hymnographer, 
tr. J. M. Neale, 


64 God Speed the Right. 


Ar Hydy Nos. Traditional Welsh Melody. 
8.4.8.4.8.8.8.4, 


The custom of adapting song-tunes for use with 
hymns is one for which we have very high authority. 
Not only was it done by Luther and Wesley, but 
it is done in the Psalter. The twenty-second Psalm 
is headed ‘* Set to ‘ The Hind of the morning,’ ” which 
is thought to be the name of a song in those far-off 

ays. 


m Now to heaven our cry ascending, 
f God speed the right! 


m In a noble cause contending, 

f God speed the right ! 

m May we live our lives before Thee, 
Like the good and great in story, 
If we fail we fail with glory,— 

{ God speed the right ! 


m Vatient, firm, and persevering, 

ft God speed the right! 

m No event or danger fearing, 

/ God speed the right ! 

m Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding, 
Never from the truth receding, 
And in heaven’s own time succeeding, 

ft God speed the right! 


Still our onward course pursuing, 

God speed the right ! 
Every foe at length subduing, 

God speed the right! 
Truth ! thy cause, whate’er delay it, 
There’s no power on earth can stay it,— 
Proudly let us then obey it, 

God speed the right! 


W. E. Hickson, 


65 Let the Sunshine in. 


Let the Sunshine in. C. H. Gabriel. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


p Do you fear the foe will in the conflict 
win ? 
Is it dark without you—darker still within? 
m Clear the darkened windows, open wide 
the door, 
Let the blesséd sunshine in. 


f Let the blesséd sunshine in, 
Let the blesséd sunshine in: 
Clear the darkened windows, 
Open wide the door, 
Let the blesséd sunshine in. 


p Does your faith grow fainter ia the cause 
you love ? 
Are your prayers unanswer’d from the 
throne above ? 
gm Clear the darkened windows, open wide 
the door, 
Let the blesséd sunshine in, 


m Would you go rejoicing on the upward 
way, 
Knowing naught of darkness—dwelling 
in the day ? 
Clear the darkened windows, open wide 
the door, 
Let the blesséd sunshine in. 


Ada Blenkhorn. 


66 The Watchman’s Cry. 


Vigil. A. Patton. 
Clarion. 6.4.6.4.6.7.6.4. Myles B. Foster. 


This hymn was first published anonymously in 
1859, in a periodical called ‘* The Revival,” and has 
won its way into many leading hymn-books. 

Scriptural references :—First verse: 1 Thess. v- 
4-8; second verse: Matt. xxv. 1-13; third verse: 
Luke x. 1-3; fourth verse: Luke xxi. 34-36; fifth 
verse: Psalm cxlviii. 


/ Hark! ’tis the watchman’s cry, 
Wake, brethren, wake ! 
Jesus our Lord is nigh ; 
Wake, brethren, wake ! 
Sleep is for sons of night, 
Ye are children of the light, 
Yours is the glory bright ; 
Wake, brethren, wake ! 


m Call to each waking band, 
: Watch, brethren, watch ! 
Clear is our Lord’s command, 
Watch, brethren, watch ! 


Re ye as men that wait 
Always at the Master’s gate, 
E’en though He tarry late ; 
Watch, brethren, watch ! 


f Heed we the Master’s call, 
Work, brethren, work ! 
There’s room enough for all, 
Work, brethren, work ! 
This vineyard of the Lord 
Constant labour will afford, 
Yours is a sure reward ; 
Work, brethren, work | 


p Hear we the Shepherd’s voice, 
Pray, brethren, pray! 
Would ye His heart rejoice ? 
Pray, brethren, pray ! 
Sin calls for constant fear, 
Weakness needs the strong One near, 
Long as ye struggle here, 
Pray, brethren, pray ! 


Sound now the final chord, 
Praise, brethren, praise ! 
Thrice holy is our Lord, 
Praise, brethren, praise ! 
What more befits the tongues, 
Soon to join the angels’ songs, 
While heaven the note prolongs 1 
Praise, brethren, praise ! 


anon. 
67 The Staff of Faith. 
The Staff of Faith. Traditional Swiss 
8.6.8.6.8.8.8.6. Melody. 


T. T. Lynch (1818-1871) was the son of a physician 
of Dunmow. He began his ministry at the age of twenty. 
He was a life-long invalid, and much of his work 
was done between the paroxysms of angina pectoris. 
He found relief from his sufferings in the composition 
of hymns, and in 1855 published his famous little 
collection, ‘* The Rivulet ” little dreaming of the fierce 


theological quarrel it would call forth. But “ the 
Vespa Theologica hornet,’ Lynch playfully remarked, 
“stung me while I was busy with my hymns in the 
parsonage garden.” During the controversy which 
ensued, Lynch’s watchword was “‘ Christ, and not creed 
about Him.” 

Perhaps no more fitting introduction to these verses 
could be given than Lynch’s own words—" The spirit 
of Christ is the spirit of character, and if we live by 
Him, we live like Him.” 


} My faith, it is an oaken staff, 
The trav’ller’s well-loved aid ; 
My faith, it is a weapon stout, 
The soldier’s trusty blade : 
Tl travel on, and still be stirred 
By silent thought or social word ; 
By all my perils undeterred 
A soldier-pilgrim staid. 


I have a Captain, and the heart 
Of every private man 
Has drunk in valour from His eyes, 
Since first the war began : 
m He is most merciful in fight, 
p And of His scars a single sight 
m The embers of our failing might 
f Into a flame can fan. 


m I have a Guide, and in His steps 
When travellers have trod, 
Whether beneath was flinty rock 
Or yielding grassy sod, 

f They cared not, but with force unspent, 
Unmoved by pain, they onward went, 
Unstayed by pleasures, still they bent 

Their zealous course to God, 


m My faith, it is an oaken staff, 
O let me on it lean ; 
My faith, it is a trusty sword, 
May falsehood find it keen ; 
Thy Spirit, Lord, to me impart, 
O make me what Thou ever art,— 
Of patient and courageous heart, 
As all true saints have been. 


T. T. Lynch. 


68 The Bicssedness of Toil. 
Holy Trinity. C.M. Str Joseph Barnby. 


m THE toil of brain, or heart, or hand, 
Is man’s appointed lot ! 
He who God’s call can understand 
Will work and murmur not. 


Toil is no thorny crown of pain, 
Bound round man’s brow for sin ; 
True souls, from it, fresh strength may 
gain, 
High manliness may win. 


p O God ! who workest hitherto, 
Working in all we see, 
Fain would we be, and bear, and do, 
As best it pleaseth Thee. 


m Where’er Thou sendest we would go, 
Nor any question ask, 

And what Thou biddest we would do, 
Whatever be the task. 


The skill of hand, the strength of limb, 
Are not our own, but Thine ; 

We link them to the werk of Him 
Who made all life divine ! 


Our Brother-Friend, Thy Holy Son, 
Shared all our lot and strife ; 
7 And nobly will our work be done 
If moulded by His life. 


T. W. Freckleton. 


69 Work for God. 


St. Bernard. C.M. J. Richardson 
(From the German.) 


This tune is based upon a German Catholic air at 
least a hundred-and-fifty years old, originally set toa 
hymn to the Virgin Mary. 

“He that is least among you all, the same shall be 
great.”’—Luke ix. 48. 


p Txouas lowly here our lot may be 
m High work have we to do, 


In faith and trust to follow Him 
Whose lot was lowly too. 


Our days of darkness we may bear, 
Strong in our Father’s love ; 

We lean on His almighty arm, 
And fix our hopes above. 


Our lives enriched with gentle thoughts 
And loving deeds may be, 

As streams that still the nobler grow 
The nearer to the sea. 


p To duty firm, to conscience true, 
However tried and pressed, 

m In God’s clear sight high work we co. 
If we but do our best. 


Thus may we make the lowliest lot 
{ With rays of glory bright ; 
m Thus way we turn a crown of thorns 
f Into a crown of light. 


W. Gaskell. 


70 The Fuller Life. 
Mainzer. L.M. J. Mainzer. 


Horatius Bonar (1808-1889) seceded from the 
Established Church of Scotland, and became one of 
the founders of the Free Church. He was largely 
responsible for the great change in the attitude of the 
Scottish Churches towards hymn-singing. Up to his 
day, the paraphrases were rigidly adhered to, and his 
Own congregation for some years refused to allow his 
hymns to be sung in their church ; but the book which 
he edited, ‘‘ The Scottish Hymnazy,”’ is now in general 
use in every branch of the Scottish Presbyterian 
Church, as well as in Ireland and the Colonies. 

Dr. Bonar’s own life, full of active goodness, was 
in complete harmony with the sentiment of these 
ines. 


m He liveth long who liveth well ; 
All else is being flung away ; 
He liveth longest who can tell 
Of true things truly done each day. 


Re what thou seemest ; live thy creed ; 
Hold up to earth the torch divine ; 
Be what thou prayest to be made ; 
Let the great Master’s steps be thine. 


Fill up each hour with what will last ; 
Use well the moments as they go ; 
The life above, when this is past, 
Is the ripe fruit of life below. 


Sow truth, if thou the truth wouldst reap ; 
Who sows the false shall reap the vain; 

Upright and sound thy conscience keep ; 
From hollow words and deeds refrain. 


Sow love, and taste its fruitage pure ; 
Sow peace, and reap its harvest bright ; 
Sow sunbeams or the rock and moor, 
jf And find a harvest-home of light. 


H. Bonar. 


71 The Happy Life. 
Melcombe. L.M. S. Webbe. 


These lines are taken from an old seventeenth cen- 
tury poem by Sir Henry Wotton (1568-1639), a witty 
courtier of Charles the First’s time. Some of Wotton’s 
sayings have become classical, including his advice 
to a young diplomat “ to tell the truth, and so puzzle 
and confound your adversaries.” Mr. Asquith quoted 
the first and last verses of this poem when, on his 
first appearance as Prime Minister, he delivered his 
tribute to Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman in the 
House of Commons. 


m How happy is he born and taught 

Who serveth not another’s will ; 
Whose armour is his honest thought, 
And simple truth his utmost skill ; 


Whose passions not his masters are, 
Whose soul is still prepared for death, 
Not tied unto the world with care 
Of public fame or private breath; 


Who God doth late and early pray 
More of His grace than goods to lend ; 
And walks with man, from day to day, 
As with a brother and a friend. 


} This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall, 
Lord of himself, though not of lands, 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 


Sir H, Wotton. 


12 Go, Labour on! 


Whitburn. L.M. H. Baker. 


This hymn, one of Dr. Bonar's earlier productions, was 
written to encourage his workers in the slum districts 
oF Leith. Prefixed to it was a couplet from a Greek 
yric, 

** My soui, my soul, 
Arise! Why sleepest thou ?” 


m Go, labour on: spend, and be spent, 
Thy joy to do the Father’s will : 
It is the way the Master went ; 
Should not the servant tread it still ? 


Go, labour on, ’tis not for nought ; 
Thy earthly loss is heavenly gain : 

p Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not, 
f The Master praises: what are men ? 


m Go, labour on: enough, while here, 
Tf He shall praise thee, if He deign 
Thy willing heart to mark and cheer, 
No toil for Him shall be in vain. 


p Go, labour on: your hands are weak, 
Your knees are faint, your soul cast 
down ; 
m Yet falter not ; the prize you seek 
Is near,—a kingdom and a crown! 


Toil on, faint not, keep watch and pray ; 
Be wise the erring soul to win; 

Go forth into the world’s highway, 
Compel the wanderer to come in, 


ae 


Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 
For work comes rest, for exile home: 
} Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom’s 
voice, 
The midnight peal, “ Behold, I come.” 


H. Bonar. 


73 A Worker's Prayer. 


Maryton. H. Percy Smith. 
Pretorius. L.M. M. Pretorius. 
Harmonised by J. P. Attwater. 


m Lorp, speak to me, that I may speak 
In living echoes of Thy tone ; 
As Thou hast sought, so let me seek 
Thy erring children, lost and lone. 


p O lead me, Lord, that I may lead 
The wandering and the wavering feet ; 

O feed me, Lord, that I may feed 
Thy hungering ones with manna sweet. 


m O teach me, Lord, that I may teach 
The precious things Thou dost impart ; 
And wing my words, that they may reach 
The hidden depths of many a heart. 


p O give Thine own sweet rest to me, 
That I may speak with soothing power 
A word in season, as from Thee, 
To weary ones, in needful hour. 


f O fill me with Thy fulness, Lord, 
Until my very heart o’erflow 
In kindling thought and glowing word, 
Thy love to tell, Thy praise to show. 


m O use me, Lord, use even me, 

Just as Thou wilt, and when, and where, 
f Until Thy blesséd face I see, 

Thy rest, Thy joy, Thy glory share. 


Frances R, Havergal. 


74 The Christian Warfare. 


Victors. E. W. S. Watson. 
6.5.6,5.D. and Chorus. 


H. W. Shrewsbury (1858- ) 1s a Wesleyan 
Minister, and a grandson of the Missionary, W. J. 
Shrewsbury, who suffered persecution in Barbadoes, 
and subsequently did pioneer Missionary work in South 
Africa. This hymn was first sung in 1898 at a young 
people’s consecration meeting. 


f Brotuers! up and follow Jesus in the 
fight, 
Battling all your life-time for the sake of 
right ; 
God will surely lead us on to victory, 
Nothing can withstand us who on Him rely. 


/ Lift your banners high, march to 
victory, 
Nothing can withstand us who on 
Christ rely. 


m Fight to free your brethren from their 

bonds and woe ; 

All that drags men downward smite and 
overthrow ; 

Loose the captive’s fetters ; bid the weak 
be strong ; 

Turn the mourner’s weeping into joy and 
song. 


} Forth, then, men of Jesus, this your sacred 
cause ; 
For the Lord ye battle, and His holy laws ; 
Never let us sheathe the sword until we 
die ; [rely. 
Nothing can withstand us who on Christ 
H. W. Shrewsbury. 


75 Temptation. 
Fortitude. P.M. and Chorus. H.R. Palmer. 
m YIELD not to temptation, for yielding is 


sin, {win ; 
Each victory will help you some other to 


Fight manfully onward, dark passions 
subduse, 
Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry youthrough. 
m Ask the Saviour to help you, 
Comfort, strengthen, and keep you ; 
He is willing to aid you, 
f He will carry you through. 


m Shun evil companions, bad language 

disdain, 

God’s name hold in revere nce, nor take it in 
vain : 

Be thoughtful and earnest, kind-hearted 
and true ; 

Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry you 
through. 


? To him that o’ercometh, God giveth a 
crown ; 
Through faith we shall conquer, though 
often cast down : 
He who is our Saviour our strength will 
renew ; 
Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry you 


through. 
H. R. Palmer. 


76 Who are the Soldiers ? 


Who are the Soldiers ? H. E. Nichoi. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


m Who are the so'diers of Jesus Christ ? 
Who, who are they ? 
What is the fight that they wage on earth? 
Why do they watch ard pray ? 
f Ah! they are God’s own children ; 
He is near them, He will cheer them ; 
Truth is the cause for which they strive 
In battle fray. 
{ They are stepping bravely onward, 
They are eager with the hope of 
youth, 
They never fear the foe, but strike a 
gallant blow 
For God and the cause of truth ; 


They are ever climbing homeward, 
They are looking unto higher 
things, 
Free as the flag that waves o’erhead, 
Soldiers of the King of kings. 


mu Who are the soldiers of Jesus Christ ? 

Who, who are they ? 

Are they the heroes of earthly war 
Eager to smite and slay ? 

{ No, they are something nobler ; 

And the story of their glory 

Rings with the power of faith and love 
That lights their way. 


m Who aro the soldiers of Jesus Christ ? 

Who, who are they ? 

Are they the lovers of empty joys, 
Things that will pass away ? 

} No, they would lead for ever 

Lives of beauty, lives of duty, 

Lives that are hid with Christ in God, 
No more to stray. 


m Who are the soldiers of Jesus Christ ? 
Who, who are they ? 
Are they the rich and the great of earth, 
Holding a mighty sway ? 
7 No, in a grander kingdom, 
Ever fairer, ever rarer, 
Bright with the crown of endless life, 
They'll shine like day. 
Colin Sterne. 


17 Sons of Labour. 
St. Asaph. 8.7.8.7.D. W.S. Bambridge. 


S. R. Hole (1819-1904), Dean of Rochester, is weil 
known to lovers of flowers as the author of a delightful 
book on roses. He wrote the following hymn for 
the Church of England Men’s Society. 


m Sons of labour, dear to Jesus, 
To your homes and work again ; 
Go with brave hearts back to duty, 
Face the peril, bear the pain ; 


Be your dwellings ne’er so lowly, 
Yet remember by your bed 
p That the Son of God most holy 
Had not where to lay His head. 


m Sons of labour, pray to Jesus, 
pO how Jesus prayed for you ! 
In the moonlight, on the mountain 
Where the shimmering olives grew. 
m When you rise up at the dawning, 
Ere to toil you wend your way, 
Pray, as He prayed, in the morning, 
Long before the break of day. 


Sons of labour, be like Jesus, 
Undefiléd, chaste, and pure; 
And though passions tempt you sorely, 
By His grace ye shall endure. 
Husband, father, son, or brother, 
Be ye gentle, just, and true,— 
Be ye kind to one another, 
As the Lord is kind to you. 


p Sons of labour, go to Jesus 
In your sorrow, shame, and loss ; 
He is nearest, you are dearest 
When you bravely bear His cross ; 
Go to Him, who died to save you, 
And is still the sinner’s Friend, 
m And the great love which forgave you 
Will forgive you to the end. 


Sons of labour, live for Jesus, 
Be your work your worship too 3 
In His name, and to His glory, 
Do whate’er you find to do, 
Till this night of sin and sorrow 
Be for ever overpast, 
f And we see the golden morrow, 
Home with Jesus, home at last ! 
S. R. Hole. 


18 Service. 
St. Asaph. 8.7.8.7.D. W.S. Bambridge. 


m Ir you cannot on the ocean 
Sail arnong the swiftest fleet, 
Rocking on its highest billows, 
Laughing at the storms you meet: 


You can stand among the sailors, 
Anchored yet within the bay, 
You can lend a hand to help them 

As they launch their boats away. 


p If you are too weak to journey 
Up the mountain steep and high, 
m You can stand within the valley, 
While the multitudes go by ; 
You can chant in happy measure, 
As they slowly pass along ; 
Though they may forget the singer, 
They will not forget the song. 


Do not, then, stand idly waiting 
For some greater work to do ; 
O improve each passing moment, 
For these moments may be few. 
Go and toil in any vineyard, 
Do not fear to do or dare ; 
j If you want a field of labour, 
You can find it anywhere. 


Ellen. H. Gates. 


79 Profession and Practice. 
Mozart. 8.8.8.8.8.8. Mozart. 


This hymn. which comes to us from America, is 
evidently based upon Christ’s warning words in 
Matthew vii. 21-29. C. F. Richardson (1851- ) 
is professor of English Literature at Dartmouth, U.S.A. 


m Tf suddenly upon the street 
My gracious Saviour I should meet, 
And He should say, “‘ As I love thee, 
What love hast thou to offer Me ?” 

p Then what could this poor heart of mine 
Dare offer to that Heart divine ? 


m His eye would pierce my outward show, 
His thought my inmost thoughts would 
know ; 
And if I said, “‘ I love Thee, Lord,” 
He would not heed my spoken word, 
Unless my daily life should tell 
That verily I loved Him well. 


If on the day, or in the place 

Wherein He met me face to face, 

My life could show some kindness done, 
Some purpose formed, some work begun 
For His dear sake, then it were meet 
Love’s gift to lay at Jesus’ feet. 


C. F. Richardson. 


80 Manliness. 
Who is a brave Man? P.M. Anon. 


m Who is a brave man, who ? 
Who is a brave man, who ? 
} He who dares defend the right, 
When right is miscalled wrong ; 
He who shrinks not from the fight, 
When weak contend with strong ; 
Who fearing God, fears none beside, 
And dares do right whate’er betide : 
This man hath courage true, 
This man hath courage true. 


m Who is a free man, who ? 
Who is a free man, who ? 
f He who finds his chief delight 
In keeping God’s commands ; 
He who loves whate’er is right, 
And hath to sin no bands, , 
From every law but one set free— 
The perfect law of liberty : 
This man hath freedom true, 
This man hath freedom true. 


m Who is a noble man ? 
Who is a noble man ? 
f He who scorns or words or deeds 
That are not just and true; 
m He whose heart for suffering bleeds, 
Is quick to feel and do, 
Whose noble soul will ne’er descend 
To treach’rous act towards foe or friend : 
f This is a noble man, 
This is a noble man. 
Anon. 


81 Watch and Pray. 
Vigilate. 7.1.7.3. W. H. Monk. 


Charlotte Elliott (1789-1871) is known all over 
the English-speaking world as the author of “ Just 
as I am, without one plea.” A life-long invalid, 
“she learnt in suffering what she taught in song.” 
This hymn is founded on our Lord’s warning words, 
“‘ Watch and pray. that ye enter not into temptation.’ 
It appeared in a little volume of ** Hymns fora Week,”’ 
as the Wednesday morning piece, as if to warn and 
SnEOUTAge us in the very heart of the work-a-day 
struggle. 


m CHRISTIAN ! seek not yet repose, 

Cast thy dreams of ease away ; 

p Thou art in the midst of foes: 
*“ Watch and pray.” 


m Principalities and powers, 
Mustering their unseen array, 
Wait for thine unguarded hours: 

p ‘Watch and pray.” 


j/ Hear the victors who o’ercame; 
Still they mark each warrior’s way 3 
All with one consent exclaim, 

p  ‘‘ Watch and pray.” 


m Hear, above all, hear thy Lord, 
Him thou lovest to obey ; 
p Hide within thy heart His word: 
‘“ Watch and pray.” 


m Watch, as if on that alone 
Hung the issue of the day ; 
Pray, that help may be sent down: 
p  ‘‘ Watch and pray.” 
Charlotte Elliott. 


82 Sincerity. 
Loyalty. 6.6.8.6.8.6. B. Franklin. 


m Txov must be true thyself, 
If thou the truth would’st teach ; 
Thy soul must overflow, if thou 
Another’s soul would’st reach : 


Jt needs the overflow of heart 
To give the lips full speech. 


} Think truly, and thy thoughts- 
Shall the world’s famine feed ; 
Speak truly, and each word of thine 
Shall be a fruitful seed ; 
Live truly, and thy life shall be 
A great and noble creed. 
H. Bonar. 


83 Redeeming the Time. 


There are Lonely Hearts to Cherish. I. D. Sankey. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


p THERE are lonely hearts to cherish, 
While the days are going by ; 
There are weary souls who perish, 
While the days are going by: 

m If a smile we can renew, 
As our journey we pursue, 
} O the good we all may do, 
While the days are going by: 


m Going by! Going by 
Going by! Going by! 
f O the good we all may do, 
While the days are going by! 


m There’s no time for idle scorning, 
While the days are going by ; 
Let your face be like the morning, 
While the days are going by : 
p O the world is full of sighs, 
Full of sad and weeping eyes ; 
Help your fallen brother rise, 
While the days are going by ! 


m All the loving links that bind vs 
While the days are going by, 

One by one we leave behind us, 
While the days are going by : 


But the seeds of good we sow 

Both in shade and shine will grow, 

And will keep our hearts aglow, 
While the days are going by ! 


G. Cooper. 


84 The Golden Rule. 


The Golden Rule. J. Adcock. 
PM. and Chorus. 


Fanny Crosby (1823- ) has written some 
thousands of hymns. She published her first poem 
at the age of eight, and, though now (1908) in her 
eighty-sixth year, is still writing. She lost her sight 
when an infant, through the ignorant application 
of a hot poultice to her eyes. She was trained at a 
blind schvol at New York, where she afterwards 
became a teacher. In 1858 she married Alexander 
Van Alstyne, a blind musician. On one occasion 
she appeared with several blind pupils before the 
American Senate, with the object of interesting the 
legislators in the education of the blind; and it is 
recorded that she held the Senate spell-bound as she 
recited one of her own poenmis. 


m Never lose the golden rule, 
Keep it still in view ; 
Do to others as you would 
They should do to you; 
Kindly, gently, 
In their burden bear a part, 
Helping others 
With a loving heart. 


m Never lose the golden rule, 
Keep it still in view: 
Do to others as you would 
They should do to you. 


m Help the feeble ones along, 
Cheer the faint and weak ; 
p To the sorrow-laden heart 
Words of comfort speak : 
m Freely, freely, 
From the bounty of your store, 
Cheerful givers, 
Help the humble poor. 


m Love the Lord, the first command, 
With ths, soul and iind 5 
Love thy neighbour as thyself, 
Both in one combined. 
Justly, justly, 
With each other strive to live, 
Ever ready, 
Willing to forgive. 


Fanny J. Crosby. 


85 The World Wants Mending. 


Nibelung’s Treasure. German Folk Song. 
7.6.7.6.8.6,8.6. 


m Come, friends, the world wants mending, 
Let none sit down and rest, 
But seek to work like heroes, 
And nobly do your best. 
Do what you can for fellow-man 
With honest heart and true ; 
} Much may be done by every one, 
There’s work for all to do. 


m Though you can do but little, 
That little’s something still ; 
You'll find a way for helping, 
lf you but have the will. 
Now bravely fight for what is right, 
And God will help you through ; 
f Much may be done by every one, 
There’s work for all to do. 


m Be kind to those around you, 
To charity hold fast ; 
Let each think first of others, 
And leave himself till last. 
Act as you would that others should 
Act in their turn to you; 
f} Much may be done by every one, 
There's work for all to do. 


T. F. Seward. 


“86 Scatter the Sunshine. 


Scatter the Sunshine. E. O. Excell. 
6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. 


m In a world where sorrow 
Ever will be known, 
Where are found the needy, 
And the sad and lone ; 
How much joy and comfort 
You can all bestow, 
If you scatter sunshine 
Everywhere you go! 
f Seatter smiles and sunshine 
All along your way, 
Cheer and bless and brighten 
Every passing day. 


m Slightest actions often 
Meet the sorest needs, 
For the world wants daily 
Little kindly deeds ; 
O what care and sorrow 
You may help remove, 
With your songs and courage, 
Sympathy and love. 


m When the days are gloomy 
Sing some happy song; 

Meet the world’s repining 
With a courage strong ; 

? Go with faith undaunted 
Through the ills of life, 

Seatter smiles and sunshine 

O’er its toil and strife. 


Lanta W. Smith. 


87 As You Go. 
AsyouGo. P.M. and Chorus. Anon 


m You may help a load to lighten 
As you go; 
Making lonely faces brighten 
As you go; 


You may cheer a heart that’s broken ; 
By a kindly message spoken, 
You may give a loving token 

As you go. 


? Send out the sunshine asyou pass along, 
Seek some life to brighten, cheer it 
with a song, 
Little deeds of kindness set the world 
aglow, 
Scatter them about you as you go. 


m You may fill some life with beauty 
As you go; 
Every moment find some duty 
As you go; 
And the Master’s name confessing, 
Peace and joy your heart possessing, 
You may make your life a blessing 
As you go. 


p Though the way be often dreary 
As you go; 
m Let your heart grow never weary 
As you go; 
Let the joy-bells aye be ringing ; 
In the darkest hour, with singing, 
To the Cross of Christ keep clinging 


As you go. 
Anon. 
88 My Purpose. 
Hollandisches Dutch National 
Nationallicd. 7.6.7.6.7.7.7.6. Anthem. 


This hymn {s the joint production of Mrs. Linnzus 
Banks, the well-known novelist, and her husband. 

The original poem, which began “I live for those 
who love me,” has been slightly altered here. 


} I xrve for those around me, 
For those I know are true, 
For the heaven whose smile has found me 
And awaits my spirit too: 


For all human ties that bind me, 

For the task by God assigned me, 

For the bright hopes left behind me 
And the good that I can do. 


p I live to learn their story 

Who suffered for my sake, 
To emulate their glory, 

And follow in their wake : 
Bards, martyrs, patriots, sages, 
The noble of all ages, 

Whose deeds crowd history’s pages, 

And time’s great volu;ne make. 


m 1 live to hail that season 
By gifted minds foretold, 
When men shall live by reason, 
And not alone for gold ; 
When, man to man united, 
And ev’ry wrong thing righted, 
p The whole world shall be lighted 
As Eden was of old. 


] I live for those around me, 
For those who know me true, 
For the heaven whose smile has found me, 
And awaits my spirit tceo: 
For the wrong that needs resistance, 
For the cause that lacks assistance, 
For the future in the distance, 
And the good that I can do. 


G. & I, Linneus Banke (altd ). 


89 Dare to do Right. 


Dare to be True. W. B. Bradbury. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


} Dare to do right! dare to be true! 
You have a work that no other can do, 
Do it so bravely, so kindly, so well, 
Angels will hasten the story to tell. 


} Dare, dare, dare to do right! 
Dare, dare, dare to be true! 
Dare, dare to be true! 

Dare to be true! 


m Dare to do right! dare to be true! 
Other men’s efforts can never save you ; 
{ Stand by your conscience, your honour, 
your faith ; 
Stand like a hero, and battle till death. 


m Dare to do right! dare to be true ! 
God, who created you, cares for you too ; 
p Treasures the tears that His striving ones 


shed, 
m Counts and protects every hair of your 
head. 
@. L. Taylor, 
90 Be Strong. 
Taunton. 10.10.10.4. H. J. Day 


Maltbie D. Babcock, (1858-1901), a New York 
Presbyterian Minister, died at Naples at the age of 
forty-three. The lines are from a volume of his 
verses, “‘ Thoughts for every-day living.” Dr. Julian 
says, ‘he was richly gifted, and his short career was 
memorable for the extraordinary influence of his 
personality and preaching.” 

The composer of the tune is a well-known Adult 
School worker in Kent. 


m We are not here to play, to dream, to 


drift; 

We have hard work to do, and loads to 
lift : 

. Shun not the struggle ; face it, ’tis God’s 
gift ; 


Be strong, be strong. 


p Say not the days are evil—who’s to 
blame ?— 
And fold the hands and acquiesce—O 
shame ! 
{ Stand up; speak out, and bravely, in 
God’s name: 
Be strong, be strong. 


m It matters not how deep entrenched the 
wrong, 
Mls hard the battle goes, the day how 
ong ; 
Faint not, fight on; to-morrow comes 
the song; 
Be strong, be strong. 


M. D. Babcock. 


91 Christ our Companion. 


Cow Lane. 8.7.8.7.D. B. Franklin. 


Henry Van Dyke (1852- ) was for many years 
pastor of the Brick Presbyterian Church, New York. 
He was Moderator of the ‘‘ General Assembly ”’ of 
the American Presbyterian Church, and has been 
Professor of English Literature at Princeton Uni- 
versity, New Jersey, since 1900. He is the author 
- of several books on theological and literary subjects, 
and has also written many poems. 


The following lines were suggested by a supposed 
“Saying of our Lord” discovered at Oxyrhynchus,— 
“Raise the stone and there thou shalt find me; cleave 
the wood and there am I.” 


The composer of the tune is President of the 
Coventry Adult School Union. 


m Try who tread the path of labour follow 
where My feet have trod ; 
They who work without complaining, do 
the holy will of God ; 
f Nevermore thou needest seek Me; I am 
with thee everywhere; 
Raise the stone, and thou shalt find Me, 
cleave the wood and I am there. 


p Where the many toil together, there am I 

among My own ; 

Where the tired workman sleepeth, there 
am I with him alone. 

I, the Peace that passeth knowledge, 
dwell aiid the daily strife; 

I, the Bread of heav’n, am broken in the 
sacrament of life. 


m Every task, however simple, sets the sou! 
that does it free ; 
Every deed of love and mercy, done to 
man, is done to Me. 
jf Nevermore thou needest seek Me; I am 
with thee everywhere; 
Raise the stone, and thou shalt find Me ; 
cleave the wood, and I am there. 


H. van Dyke. 


92 Courage, Brother! 


Courage, Brother. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 
8.7.8.7.D. 


Norman Macleod (1812-1872), a son of the High- 
lands, was a man of splendid presence, and one of the 
most picturesque figures of his time in Scottish life. 
lt is said that probably no portrait is so often found 
in the homes of the working classes of Scotland as 
his. When minister of a large parish of 70,000 persons 
in Glasgow, he organised a successful series of evening 
services, to which only those were admitted who came 
in their everyday working clothes. He was a Royal 
Chaplain, and his friendship greatly helped Queen 
Victoria during the sad days which followed the death 
of the Prince Consort. These lines originally formed 
the conclusion of a lecture to young men at Exeter 
Hall, London. 


m CouRAGE, brother! do not stumble ; 
Though thy path be dark as night, 
There’s a star to guide the humble : 
f ‘Trust in God, and do the right.’ 
p Though the road be long and dreary 
And its ending out of sight : 
m Foot it bravely, strong or weary, 
f Trust in God, and do the right, 


m Perish policy and cunning ; 
Perish all that fears the light ; 
Whether losing, whether winning, 
f Trust in God, and do the right. 
m Some will hate thee, some will love thee, 
Some will flatter, some will slight ; 
Cease from man, and look above thee: 
f Trust in God, and do the “‘cht. 


m Courage, brother! do not stumble ; 
Though thy path be dark as night, 
There’s a star to guide the humble: 
{ ‘Trust in God, and do the right.’ 
m Simple rule and safest guiding, 
Inward peace and inward light, 
Star upon our path abiding, 
/ Trust in God, and do the right. 


N. Macleod. 


93 Our Fathers’ God. 
Mountain Christians. '.6.7.6.D. J. Mannin. 


This hymn, written for use at the author’s Institu- 
tional Church, was suggested by Mrs. Hemans’ ““ Hymn 
of the Vaudois Mountaineers,” ‘“* For the strength of 
the hills we bless Thee.” 


} For the might of Thine arm we bless Thee, 
our God, our fathers’ God ; 

m Thou hast kept Thy pilgrim people by the 
strength of Thy staff and rod ; 

Thou hast called us to the journey which 

faithless feet ne’er trod ; 

} For the might of Thine arm we bless Thee, 
our God, our fathers’ God. 


m For the love of Christ constraining, that 
bound their hearts as one ; 
For the faith in truth and freedom in which 
their work was done ; 
p For the peace of God’s evangel wherewith 
their feet were shod ; 
{ For the might of Thine arm we bless Thee, 
our God, our fathers’ God. 


m We are watchers of a beacon whose light 

must never die ; 

We are guardians of an altar that shows 
Thee ever nigh ; 

We are children of Thy freemen who sleep 
beneath the sod ; 

For the might of Thine arm we bless Thee, 
our God, our fathers’ God. 


p May the shadow of Thy presence around 
our camp be spread ; 
Baptize us with the courage with which 
Thou blessed our dead ; 
O keep us in the pathway their saintly 
feet have trod ; 
{ For the might of Thine arm we bless Thee, 
our God our fathers’ God. 


OQ. S. Horne. 


94 Dedication. 
Arizona. L.M. R. H. Earnshaw. 


Written expressly to be sung at the admission oi 
new members to Church fellowship. 


m WHAT purpose burns within our hearts 
That we together here should stand, 
Pledging each other mutual vows, 
And ready hand to join in hand ? 


We see in vision fair a time 

When evil shall have passed away ; 
And thus we dedicate our lives 

To hasten on that blesséd day ; 


To seek the truth whate’er it be, 
To follow it where’er it leads ; 

To turn to facts our dreams of good, 
And coin our lives in loving deeds : 


} For this, we gather here to-day ; 
To such a church of God we bring 
Our utmost love and loyalty, 
And make our souls an offering. 


Minot F. Savage. 


95 Where are the Reapers? 


Where are the Reapers ? G. F. Root. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


m O WHERE are the reapers that garner in 
The sheaves of the good from the fields 
of sin ? 


With sickles of truth must the work be 
done, 
And no one may rest till the harvest home, 


m Where are the reapers? O who will 
come 
And share in the glory of the harvest 
home ? 
O who will help us to garner in 
The sheaves of good from the fields of 
sin ? 


m Go out in the byways and search them all ; 
The wheat may be there, though the 
weeds are tall; 
Then search in the highway, and pass 
none by, 
But gather from all for the home on high. 


} The fields all are ripening, and far and 
wide 

The world now is waiting the harvest- 
tide : 

m But reapers are few, and the work is 
- great, 

And much will be lost should the harvest 
wait. 


m So come with your sickles, ye sons of men, 
And gather together the golden grain ; 
Toil on till the Lord of the harvest come, 

} Then share in the joy of the harvest 
home, 
EZ. E. Rexford. 


*96 The Light of all our Days. 
St. Clement. 9.8.9.8. O. C. Scholefield. 


m O Txov, our stil] unfailing treasure, 
The Light of all our gladsome days, 
Help us to give in boundless measure 
The tribute of our work and praise. 


Grant needful strength for all our labours ; 
Teach us Thy word, that we may live ; 

Make us more loving to our neighbours, 
And all our sins and faults forgive. 


p Be near us when we faint or waver ; 
Nor let our stzength too long be tried ; 

m Defend us by Thy heavenly favour, 
That pure and strong we may abide. 


f Then songs of heartfelt praise for ever 
Shall from Thy grateful children rise : 
Still Thine the praise of each endeavour, 
Till heaven dawn clear before our eyes. 


W. S. Llewellyn. 


97 Walking with God. 
Eildon. L.M. A. W. Owen. 


m O Master, let me walk with Thee 
In lowly paths of service free ; 
Tell me Thy secret ; help me bear 

p The strain of toil, the fret of care. 


m Help me the slow of heart to move 
By some clear, winning word of love ; 
Teach me the wayward feet to stay, 
And guide them in the homeward way. 


p Teach me Thy patience. Still with Thee 
In closer, dearer company, 
m In work that keeps faith sweet and 
strong, 
} In trust that triumphs over wrong ; 


m In hope that sends a shining ray 

Far down the future’s broadening way, 
p In peace that only Thou canst give, — 
m With Thee, O Master, let me live. 


W. Gladden. 
4 


98 The Master of our Schools. 
Dalehurst. C.M. A. Cotiman. 


Louis F. Benson (1855- ) in 1894 resigned 
the pastorate of the Presbyterian Church of the 
Redeemer in Germanstown, U.S.A., in order to devote 
himself to literary and theological work. He has 
edited three Hymnals for the American Presbyterian 
Church, and has written several hymns and works 
on Hymnology. 


m O Curist, who didst our tasks fulfil, 
Didst share the hopes of youth, 
Our Teacher and our Brother still, 
Now lead us into truth. 


The call is Thine : be Thou the way, 
And Thine the hearts that guide ; 

Let wisdom broaden with the day, 
Let human faith abide. 


f Who learns of Thee the truth shall find, 
Who follows, wins the goal ; 

m With rev’rence crown the earnest mind, 
And speak within the soul. 


Waken the purpose high which strives, 
And, falling, stands again ; 

Confirm the will of eager lives 
To quit themselves like men : 


f Thy life the bond of fellowship, 
Thy love the law that rules, 
Thy name, proclaimed by every lip, 
The Master of our schools. 


LF. Benson. 


99 The Living Harvest. 
Aurelia. 7.6.7.6.D. S. S. Wesley. 


f Lord of the living harvest, 
That whitens o’er the plain, 
Where angels soon shall gather 
Their sheaves of golden grain ; 


m Accept these hands to labour, 
These hearts to trust and love, 
And deign with them to hasten 
Thy kingdom from above. 


As labourers in Thy vineyard, 
Still faithful may we be, 
p Content to bear the burden 
Of weary days for Thee ; 
m We ask no other wages, 
When Thou shalt call us home, 
But to have shared the travail 
Which makes Thy kingdom come. 


Be with us, God the Father, 
Be with us, God the Son, 

Be with us, God the Spirit, 
And seal us for Thine own ; 

} Make us a royal priesthood, 

Thee rightly to adore, 

And fill us with Thy fulness, 
Both now and evermore. 


J. S. B. Monsell. 


100 Speak Gently. 
Aristides Quintilianus. C.M. A. H. Mann. 


p SPEAK gently,—it is better far 
To rule by love than fear ; 

m Speak gently,—let no harsh word mar 
The good we may do here. 


Speak gently to the young, for they 
Will have enough to bear ; 

Pass through this life as best they may, 
*Tis full of anxious care. 


p Speak gently to the agéd one, 
Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
The sands of life are nearly run, 
Let them in peace depart. 


Speak gently to the erring ones, 
They may have toiled in vain ; 
Perchance unkindness made them so, 
O win them back again. 


m Speak gently,—’tis a little thing, 
Dropped in the heart’s deep well ; 
The gcod, the joy that it may bring 
Eternity shall tell. 


G. W. Hangford. 


101 Harsh Judgments. 
St. Marguerite. C.M. E. C. Walker. 


F. W. Faber (1814-1863) was one of the circle of 
hymn-writers who seceded to Rome as the outcome 
of the Oxford movement. That circle included 
Newman, Oakeley and Caswall ;—and Neale nearly 
followed. Faber’s hymns reflect his character,—they 
are tender and full of love, but at times somewhat 
emotional. 


m O Gop! whose thoughts are brightest 
light, 
Whose love runs always clear, 
To whose kind wisdom sinning souls 
Amidst their sins are dear ! 


Sweeten my bitter-thoughted heart 
With charity like Thine, 

Till self shall be the only spot 
On earth which does not shine. 


Hard-heartedness dwells not with souls 
Round whom Thine arms are drawn ; 

And dark thoughts fade away in grace, 
Like cloud-spots in the dawn. 


f But they have caught the way of God 
To whom self lies displayed 
In such clear vision as to cast 
O’er others’ faults a shade. 


m All bitterness is from ourselves, 
All sweetness is from Thee; 

f My God! for evermore be Thou 
Fountain and fire in me! 


F. W. Faber. 


*102 The Day’s Work. 


Wells. 7.7.7.7.7.7.  D. Bortnianski. 


This hymn, here published for the first time, was 
sent for inclusion in this book by the author, “as a 
token of hearty good wishes.’”” He added that it is 
intended to voice the aspiration for a nobler England. 
“* Duty, brotherhood, home and a grateful heart,— 
these,” he says, “‘ are blessings that every man, woman 
and child in the land should have.” 


f “‘ WetcoME morning, bright and blue!” 
Sings the man with work to do. 
Forth the sturdy toilers fare, 
Strong the city’s life to share, 
Strong to serve, at mill or mart, 
With the head and with the heart. 


m Happy hours, when men combined 
Fullest joys together find ;— 
Thought, and skill, and strength, at one, 
Tasks conceived, attempted, done, 
Use and beauty called to birth 
*Mid the rugged things of earth. 


p When the sun is sinking low 
Back again the toilers go, 
Songs, and smiles, and children’s play, 
Soothe the stress of toil away, 
m And the city’s circle round 
With the lights of home is crowned. 


p Is there in our native land 
Evil heart, or idle hand ? 
m Mighty Worker, set us free 
All to love and work with Thee, 
f So that every day may bring 
Songs of joy for all to sing. 


W. G@. Tarran’. 


103 A Temperance Hymn. 
Castle Rising. C.M.D. F. A. J. Hervey. 


Laura Ormiston Chant (1848- ) is well-known 
for her advocacy of temperance and social reform 
in general. She was for some time a nurse in the 
London Hospital. 


m Amip the splendour of the spring, 
The glory of its flowers, 
The joyous songs the wild birds sing, 
p One constant grief is ours : 
Grief for the homes no spring can reach, 
Hearts that no sun can cheer, 
Souls that no happy warblings teach 
The lesson of the year. 


Where gloomy alleys thickly crowd, 
The children, pinched and pale, 
Hear angry voices harsh and loud, 

Hear suffering’s bitter wail ; 
m Whiie the sweet daisied meads of God, 
Clad in His gift of green, 
Call to the feet that have not trod, 
Eyes that no fields have seen. 


p O dark upon the children falls 
The shadow of the strife 
That robs them of the festivals 
And holy days of life ; 
Drink is that shadow stern and grim ; 
m Christians ! awake and pray; 
Cry to your Lord for grace from Him 
This curse to drive away. 


He loves the children, who hath given 
His life to save and heal! ; 

His spring-time symbols hope and heaven, 
And doth His life reveal. 

f O for new growth of faith and prayer, 

Work that a world shall free, 

Out of the shadow and despair 
To pass to victory. 


Laura Ormiston Chant. 


104 The Coming Triumph. 
John Brown. P.M.and Chorus. W. Stcffe. 


Dr. R. H. Thomas (1854-1904), came of a Quaker 
family of Baltimore, U.S.A., and married a sister of 
W.C. Braithwaite, of Banbury, England. He wasa 
man of poetic temperament, and was greatly loved by 
a wide circle on both sides of the Atlantic. The 
hymn, which was first sung in December, 1893, at a 
Prohibition Banquet, was suggested by ‘‘The Battle 
Hymn of the Republic.” 


} Mrve eyes have seen the dawning of a 
coming glorious morn, 
Mine ears have heard the angels’ song, 
they sang when Christ was born, 
I have caught the word of promise unto 
weary hearts and worn, 
That God is marching on. 
j Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
For God is marching on. 


tf I can hear the steady tramping of ten 
thousand marching feet ; 
True men and women moving on through 
highway, lane and street, 
They will never pause nor falter till 
the triumph is complete, 
With God they're marching on. 
¢ Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
For God is marching on. 


m The cries of all earth’s little ones have 
reached the great white Throne, 
And the King Himself has hearkened, He 
has made their griefs His own, 
He is come to help the helpless, He will 
make His judgments known, 
i His strength is marching on. 
} Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
His strength is marching on. 


p Though the chains of sin be heavy, and 
they bind our native land, 
m Though the curse be on the nations, yet 
our God has raised His hand, 
He is calling us to follow, we advance 
at His command ; 


t With Him we’re marching on. 
f Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
With Him we’re marching on, 


m No multitude is mighty that has made 
a league with sin, 
Nor wealth nor wisdom ean defend, when 
evil rules within, 
For the meek shall overcome them, and 
the right the day must win, 
if Since God is marching on. 
f Glory, glory, Hallelujah ! 
For God is marching on. 


R. H. Thomas. 


105 Onward, Brothers! 
Onward. 6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. J. Booth. 


f Onwarbp, brothers, onward ! 

March with one accord ; 

Jesus goes before us, 
All-victorious Lord. 

Ye who serve and love Him, 
Join with all your powers 

In the holy warfare 
’Gainst His foes and ours. 


f Onward, brothers, onward ! 
March with one accord ; 
Jesus goes before us, 
All-victorious Lord. 


m Far and wide around us 
See on every hand, 
Through the mighty city, 
Satan’s strongholds stand : 
Selfish greed and grinding, 
Lust, and drink, and hate— 
These the chains which bind men 
With their iron weight. 


m Can we rest contented, 

Whom His love hath freed, 
Careless of our brothers 
In their bitter need ? 


} Soldiers, up and onward ! 
Lay the oppressor low ; 
Bring the old glad tidings 
To these scenes of woe. 


f Ours the might that conquered 
In the days of old ; 
Faith that never changes, 
Love that ne’er grows cold. 
He is with us alway, 
He who bade us “Go!” 
Until every creature 
His dear name shall know. 


Anon. 


106 The Life of Praise. 
St. Fulbert. C.M. H. J. Gaunileit. 


Dr. Allon says—‘‘ What Bach did for the chorales 
of Germany, that Gauntlett has done for the hymn 
tunes of England. He is undoubtedly the chief 
reformer of hymn-singing that the nineteenth century 
produced.” He is said to have composed more than 
ten thousand tunes. 


m Fitu Thou my life, O Lord my God, 
In every part with praise, 

That my whole being may proclaim 
Thy being and Thy ways. 


Not for the lip of praise alone, 
Nor e’en the praising heart 

IT ask, but for a life made up 
Of praise in every part: 


Praise in the common words I speak, 
Life’s common looks and tones ; 

In intercourse at hearth or board 
With my belovéd ones. 


Fill every part of me with praise ; 
Let all my being speak 
Of Thee and of Thy love, O Lord ! 
p Poor though I be and weak. 


m So shalt Thou, Lord, from me, e’en me, 
Receive the glory due, 
And so shall I begin on earth 
The song for ever new. 


So shall no part of day or night 
From sacredness be free : 

But all my life, in every step, 
Be fellowship with Thee. 


H. Bonar. 


107 Praise. 


Triumph. H, J. Gauntlet. 
Praise,mysoul. 8.7.8.7.8.7. Sir John Goss. 


H. F. Lyte (1793-1847) lived a life of comparative 
obscurity. At the age of thirty he took charge of a 
parish among the fisher-folk of Lower Brixham, on the 
shores of Torbay. There, for upwards of twenty years, 
Canon Ellerton says, “he led the life of a faithful 
and diligent parish priest among his poor people, by 
whom he was greatly beloved.”” Among other things 
he wrote for his people some popular sea songs. 

This hymn is a paraphrase of the one-hundred-and 
third Psalm. 

Sir J. Goss, who composed the tune “ Praise my 
Soul,”’ was organist of St. Paul’s for thirty-four years. 
As a boy he was chorister at the Chapel Royal, and was 
publishing hymn-tunes when twelve years of age. 


j Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
To His feet thy tribute bring ; 
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like thee His praise should sing ? 
Praise Him! praise Him ! 
Praise the everlasting King ! 


m Praise Him for His grace and favour 
To our fathers in distress ; 
Praise Him still the same for ever, 
Slow to chide and swift to bless: 
j Praise Him! Praise Him ! 
Glorious in His faithfulness! 


p Father-like He tends and spares us ; 
Well our feeble frame He knows ; 
In His hands He gently bears us; 
Rescues us from al! our foes: 
m Praise Him! praise Him ! 
Widely as His merey flows! 


p Frail as summer’s flower we flourish ; 
Blows the wind, and it is gone ; 

m But while mortals rise and perish, 
God endures unchanging on: 

j Praise Him! praise Him ! 
Praise the high eternal One! 


Angels, in the height, adore Him ; 
Ye behold Him face to face ; 
Sun and moon, bow down before Him ; 
Dwellers all in time and space : 
Praise Him! praise Him ! 
Praise with us the God of grace! 


H. F. Lyte. 


108 Praise Ye the Lord. 
Justification. L.M. J. Eagleton. 


Watts not only wrote some hundreds of hymns, but 
also about a hundred and fifty metrical paraphrases 
of the Psalms. This is a characteristically faithful 
and simple paraphrase of the hundred-and-forty- 
seventh Psalm. 


? Praise ye the Lord! ’tis good to raise 
Your hearts and voices in His praise ; 
His nature and His works invite 
To make this duty our delight. 


m He formed the stars, those heavenly flames, 
He counts their numbers, calls their names; 
His wisdom’s vast, and knows no bound, 

p Adeep where all our thoughts are drowned. 


f Sing to the Lord; exalt Him high, 
Who spreads His clouds along the sky ; 
There He prepares the fruitful rain, 
Nor lets the drops descend in vain. 


He makes the grass the hills adorn, 

And clothes the smiling fields with corn ; 
The beasts with food His hands supply, 
And the young ravens when they cry. 


m What is the creature’s skill or force ? 
The sprightly man, or war-like horse, 
The piercing wit, the active limb ? 

All are too mean delights for Him. 


{ But saints are lovely in His sight, 
He views His children with delight ; 
He sees their hope, He knows their fear, 
And looks, and loves His image there. 


1. Watts. 


109 The Lord is King. 
Niagara. L.M. R. Jackson. 


Josiah Conder’s (1789-1855) hymns, says Dr. Julian, 
“‘are the outcome of a deeply spiritual mind, and deal 
mostly with the enduring elements of religion.” 


f Tue Lord is King! lift up thy voice, 
O earth, and all ye heavens rejoice ! 
From world to world the joy shall ring: 
The Lord omnipotent is King. 


The Lord is King! child of the dust, 
The Judge of all the earth is just: 
m Holy and true are all His ways ; 
f Let every creature speak His praise. 


He reigns: ye saints, exalt your strains ; 
Your God is King, your Father reigns ; 
And He is at the Father’s side, 

p The Man of Love, the Crucified. 


m O when His wisdom can mistake, 
His might decay, His love forsake, 
Then may His children cease to sing, 
The Lord omnipotent is King. 


{ One Lord, one Empire, all secures ; 
He reigns, and life and death are yours : 
Through earth and heaven one song shall 
ring, 
The Lord omnipotent is King! 
J. Conder. 


110 The Hundredth Psalm. 
Old Hundredth. L.M. Geneva Psalter, 1551. 


Kethe’s paraphrase of the Hundredth Psalm is 
one of the earliest English hymns still in common 
use. It was probably written at Geneva, where 
Kethe (sixteenth century), with many others, had 
fled to escape the persecutions under Queen Mary. 
The Psalter remained the sole book of praise in England 
until the time of Watts. It sprang rapidly into 
favour here after the Reformation, and sometimes 
a crowd of thousands of people would gather at St. 
Paul’s Cross, London, to sing from it before and after 
the sermon. 

The tune, originally printed in the tenor clef, is 
probably of secular origin. When the English refugees 
fled to Geneva, they found it in the Psalter in use 
there. Sir Frederick Bridge has recently (1908) 
discovered some documents in Westminster Abbey 
gene from the time of Queen Mary, which contain 

e tune. 


j Att people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice ; 
Him serve with fear, His praise forth tell ; 
Come ye before Him and rejoice. 


m The Lord ye know is God indeed ; 
Without our aid He did us make ; 
We are His flock, He doth us feed, 
And for His sheep He doth us take. 


/ O enter then His gates with praise, 
Approach with joy His courts unto ; 
Praise, laud, and bless His name always, 
For it is seemly so to do. 


m For why ? the Lord our God is good, 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth at all times firmly stood, 
And shall from age to age endure. 
: W. Kethe. 


111 The Hundredth Psalm. 
Old Hundredth. LL.M. Geneva Psalter, 1551. 


Watts’ version of the Hundredth Psalm. The first 
two lines are the work of John Wesley. 


m BEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy: 


Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and He destroy. 


His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 
p And when like wandering sheep we strayed. 
m He brought us to His fold again. 


f We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise. 


Wide as the world is Thy command, 
Vast as eternity Thy love ; 

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand, 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 


I. Watts. 


112 The People of God. 
Laus Sempiterna.  8.7.8.7.8.8.7. EH. Prout. 


Dr. Ebenezer Prout is now (1908) Professor of 
Music at Dublin University. He is a distinguished 
composer, theorist and critic. 

f WE come unto our fathers’ God : 

Their Rock is our Salvation : 
The eternal arms, their dear abode, 
We make our habitation : 
We bring Thee, Lord, the praise they 
brought, 
We seek Thee as Thy saints have sought 
In every generation. 


m The Fire divine, their steps that led, 
Still goeth bright before us ; 
The heavenly Shield, around them spread, 
Is still high holden o’er us: 
The grace those sinners that subdued, 
The strength those weaklings that renewed, 
Doth vanquish, doth restore us. 


p The cleaving sins that brought them low 
Are still our souls oppressing ; 
The tears that from their eyes did flow 
Fall fast, our shame confessing ; 
As with Thee, Lord, prevailed their cry, 
So our strong prayer ascends on high, 
And bringeth down Thy blessing. 


m Their joy unto their Lord we bring ; 
Their song to us descendeth ; 
The Spirit Who in them did sing 
To us His music lendeth. 
f His song in them, in us, is one ; 
We raise it high, we send it on— 
The song that never endeth ! 


Ye saints to come, take up the strain— 
The same sweet theme endeavour ! 
Unbroken be the golden chain ! 
Keep on the song for ever ! 
Safe in the same dear dwelling-place, 
Rich with the same eternal grace, 
Bless the same boundless Giver ! 
T. H. Gill. 


118 The German Te Deum. 


Nun Danket. Cruger’s “‘ Praxis,” 1648. 
6.7.6.7.6.6.6.6. 


Martin Rinkart (1586-1649), the son of a copper- 
smith, was pastor of a suburban church in the walled 
German town of Eilenberg. He witnessed the horrors 
of the Thirty-years’ War, and soldiers were fre- 
quently quartered in his house. In 1637 a dreadful 
plague broke out, and Rinkart was the only clergy- 
man in the town who was not smitten with it. He 
buried nearly 4,500 persons, including his own wife. 
A famine followed, and he was with difficulty able 
to find food for his own children, but he stood at his 
post with great heroism. When peace was assured 
after the war, he poured out his soul in this glad 
outburst of thanksgiving, which is now sung in Germany 
on all great national occasions. Tradition says that 
the tune was also composed by him. 


f Now thank we all our God, 

With hearts and hands and voices, 
Who wondrous things hath done, 
In whom His world rejoices ; 

p Who, from our mother’s arms, 
Hath blessed us on our way 

m With countless gifts of love, 
And still is ours to-day. 


O may this bounteous God 
Through all our life be near us, 
With ever joyful hearts 
And blesséd peace to cheer us ; 


p And keep us in His grace, 

And guide us when perplexed, 
m And free us from all ills 

In this world and the next. 


f All praise and thanks to God 

The Father, now be given, 
The Son, and Him who reigns 

With Them in highest heaven,— 
Tbe one Eternal God, 

Whom heaven and earth adore,— 
For thus it was, is now, 

And shall be evermore. 


M. Rinkart ; 
tr. Catherine Winkworth. 


114 The Man of Galilee. 
Unity. 8.8.8.8.8.8. H. Price Neal. 


m For all that Thou, O Lord, hast wrought 
In lifting up the life of men ; 

For ev’ry wand’rer love has brought 
Back to the Shepherd’s fold again ; 

Our hearts would render praise to Thee, 

Our Saviour, Man of Galilee. 


— 


p For those who here have found a rest 
From weariness, or ease from pain ; 
mv For ev’ry effort Thou hast blest, 
For burdened hearts that sing again ; 
] We all would render praise to Thee, 
Our Saviour, Man of Galilee. 


m That here the stranger finds a home, 
Where friends in social converse meet ; 
And those who seek for knowledge come, 
Perchance to find it at Thy feet, 
{ We join in giving praise to Thee, 
Our Saviour, Man of Galilee. 


m For guidance in the future years, 
And blessings richer, deeper still ; 
For love to share each other’s tears, 
For quick discernment of Thy will ; 
Our hearts look up, O Lord, to Thee, 
Our Saviour, Man of Galilee. 


G, A. Warburton. 


115 The Sacrifice of Praise. 
Ashburton. aria iet led els R. Jackson. 


This hymn was written to be sung at the Communion 
Service, but has taken its rightful place as a song of 
thankfulness to Nature’s God. 

m For the beauty of the earth, 
For the glory of the skies, 
For the love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies ; 
} Father, unto Thee we raise 
This our sacrifice of praise. 


m For the beauty of each hour, 
Of the day and of the night, 
Hill, and vale, and tree, and flower, 
Sun and moon, and stars of light ; 
} Father, unto Thee we raise 
This our sacrifice of praise. 


m For the joy of ear and eye, 
For the heart and mind’s delight, 
For the mystic harmony 
Linking sense to sound and sight ; 
} Father, unto Thee we raise 
This our sacrifice of praise. 


m For the joy of human love, 
Brother, sister, parent, child, 
Friends on earth, and friends above, 
Pleasures pure and undefiled ; 
/ Father, unto Thee we raise 
This our sacrifice of praise. 


m For Thy Son, best gift divine, 
To our race so freely given, 
For that great, great love of Thine, 
Peace on earth and joy in heaven ; 
} Father, unto Thee we raise 
This our sacrifice of praise. 


F. S. Pierpoint (Alid.) 


116 = Faithful and Sure. 


Innocents. Detlathete Anon. 


John Milton (1608-1674) stands second only to 
Shakespeare in the roll of English poets. He was 
the friend of Cromwell, and became Forcign Secretary 


in the Protector’s Government. He wrote many 
Pparaphrases of the Psalms—several of them when a 
school-boy. 


These lines are founded on the one-hundred-and 
thirty-sixth PsaJm. 


f Let us with a gladsome mind 
Praise the Lord, for He is kind : 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


m He, with all-commanding might, 
Filled the new-made world with light: 
f For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


m He the golden tresséd sun 
Caused all day his course to run : 
} For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


m And the moon to shine by night 
*Mong her spangled sisters bright : 
f For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


m All things living He doth feed, 
His full hand supplies their necd : 
f For His mercies shall! endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure, 


Let us, then, with gladsome mind 
Praise the Lord, for He is kind : 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


John Milton, 


*117 A Cheerful Song. 


Lanercost. C.M. Traditional Carol, 
Arr. by J. P. Altwater. 


{ Come, let us sing a cheerful song ! 
A thousand voices eall, 
O’er land and'sea, to you and me,— 
“*God’s love is over all.” 


We hear the song sweet nature sings, 
We feel God’s winds blow free, 
ft Whose love is firmer than the hills, 
And vaster than the sea. 


m The sun, that lights the pearly East, 
At evening gilds the West ; 
The love that watched our happy youth, 
Our length’ning years hath blest. 


f Then let us sing a cheerful song 
To God, our-Guardian Friend ; 
The love that lights our pathway up 
Will surely crown the end. 


F. J. Gillman. 


118 Giver of All. 
Almsgiving. 8.8.8.4. J. B. Dykes. 


} O Lord of heaven, and earth, and sea, 
To Thee all praise and glory be ; 
How shall we show our love to Thee, 
Who givest all ? 


m The golden sunshine, vernal air, 
Sweet flowers and fruits Thy love declare ; 
} Where harvests ripen, Thou art there, 
Who givest all. 


m For peaceful homes, and healthful days, 
For all the blessings earth displays, 
We owe Thee thankfulness and praise, 
Who givest all. 


p Thou didst not spare Thine only Son, 
But gav’st Him for a world undone, 
m And freely with that blesséd One 
Thou givest all. 


/ Thou giy’st the Spirit’s blesséd dower, 
Spirit of life, and love, and power, 
And dost His sevenfold graces shower 

Upon us all, 


m For souls redeemed, for sins forgiven, 
For means of grace and hopes of heaven, 
Father, what can to Thee be given, 

Who givest all ? 


p We lose what on ourselves we spend, 
m We have as treasure without end 
Whatever, Lord, to Thee we lend, 
Who givest all : 


f To Thee, from whem we all derive, 
Our life, our gifts, our power to give ; 
O may we ever with Thee live, 

Who givest all. 


C. Wordsworth. 


119 Heaven Begun on Earth. 


Come, ye that Love. R. Lowry. 
8.M. and Chorus. 


This hymn of Watts’ was altered by John Wesley, 
who included it in his first (the Charlestown) hymn- 
book. It recalls Watts’ own life of calm trust; 
‘* Heaven was in him before he was in heaven.” 


f Come, ye that love the Lord, 

And let your joys be known, 
Join in a song with sweet accord, 
And thus surround the throne. 


} We’re marching to Zion, beautiful, 
beautiful Zion ; 
We’re marching upward to Zion, the 
beautiful city of God. 


m Let those refuse to sing 
Who never knew our God ; 
/ But children of the heavenly King 
Must speak their joys abroad. 


m The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below : 
Celestial fruit on earthly ground, 
From faith and hope may grow. 


Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry ; 
We’re marching through Immanuel’s 
ground, 
To fairer worlds on high. 


I. Watts, 


120 What a Friend we have in 
Jesus. 


.Whata Friend. 8.7.8.7.D. C.C. Converse. 


J. Scriven (1820-1886) wrote these lines to comfort 
his mother in a time of special sorrow. 


m WHAT a Friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear ! 
What a privilege to carry 
Everything to God in prayer ! 
p O what peace we often forfeit, 
O what needless pain we bear, 
All because we do not carry 
Everything to God in prayer ! 


Have we trials and temptations ? 

Is there trouble anywhere ? 
m We should never be discouraged : 

Take it to the Lord in prayer ! 

Can we find a friend so faithful, 
Who will all our sorrows share ? 

Jesus knows our every weakness, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ! 


7 Are we weak and heavy-laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care ? 

m Precious Saviour, still our refuge ; 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ! 

p Do thy friends despise, forsake thee ? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ! ° 

m In His arms He’ll take and shield thee, 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 


J. Scriven. 


121 The Omnipresent God. 
Weber. WBIRLET Weber. 


Oliver Holden (1765-1844) was a humble carpenter, 
but his name lives as one of the pioneers of American 
hymnology. The air is taken from the opening chorus 
of Weber’s opera, ‘‘ Oberon.”’ 


m TxHey who seek the throne of grace 
Find that throne in every place ; 
If we live a life of prayer 
God is present everywhere. 


In our sickness or our heaith, 
In our want or in our wealth, 
1f we look to Him in prayer, 
God is present everywhere. 


p When our earthly comforts fail, 
When the foes of life prevail, 
Tis the time for earnest prayer : 

m God is present everywhere. 


Then, my soul, in every strait 
To thy Father come, and wait : 
He will answer every prayer ; 
God is present everywhere. 


O. Holden. 


122 Prayer. 
Tallis’ Ordinal. C.M, T. Tallis. 


Montgomery wrote this hymn at the request of the 
Rev. E. Bickersteth, father of the Bishop, for a 
treatise on Prayer, and it was shortly afterwards 
printed in leaflet form for use in the Sunday Schools 
of Sheffield. 

Tallis, who composed the tune, was organist to Queen 
Elizabeth, and is often spoken of as the father of 
English music. He wasa great master of part-song. 


m PRAYER is the soul’s sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed, 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 


p Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 
The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 


m Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 


p Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice 
Returning from his ways, 

m While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, Behold he prays ! 


Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, 
The Christian’s native air, 
p His watchword at the gates of death ; 
m He enters heaven with prayer. 


O Thou by whom we come to God, 
The Life, the Truth, the Way ! 

The path of prayer Thyself hast trod : 
Lord, teach us how to pray ! 


J. Montgomery. 


123 Prayer. 
St. Theodulph. 7.6.7.6.D. M. Teschner. 


m Go when the morning shineth, 
Go when the noon is bright ; 
p Go when the eve declineth, 
Go in the hush of night ; 
m Go with pure mind and feeling, 
Fling earthly thoughts away, 
And in thy chamber kneeling, 
p Do thou in secret pray. 


va Remember all who love thee, 
All who are loved by thee ; 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 
If any such there be. 


Then, for thyself, in meekness, 
A blessing humbly claim, 

And link with each petition 
Thy great Redeemer’s name. 


Or if ’tis e’er denied thee 
In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o’er thee, 
When friends are round thy way, 
p E’en then thy silent breathing— 
Thy spirit raised above— 
m May reach His throne of glory, 
Of mercy, truth, and love. 


O not a joy or blessing 
With this can we compare, 
The power that He has giv’n us 
To pour our souls in prayer ; 
p Whene’er thou pin’st in sadness, 
Before His footstool fall ; 
m Remember, in Thy gladness, 
His grace who gave thee all. 


Jane C. Simpson. 


124 Wait on the Lord. 


Ho, Reapers. J. McGranahan. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


p Ho, reapers in the whitened harvest, 
Oft feeble, faint, and few ; 

m Come, wait upon the blesséd Master, 
Our strength He will renew. 


/ For ‘‘ they that wait upon the Lord 
Shall renew their strength : 
They shall mount up with wings, 
They shall mount up with wings 

as eagles ; 

They shall run and not be weary 
They shall walk and not faint ; 
They shall run and not be weary ; 
They shall walk and not faint ; 
They shall run and not be weary, 
Shall walk and not faint.” 


p Too oft aweary and discouraged, 
We pour a sad complaint ; 

m Believing in a living Saviour, 
Why should we ever faint ? 


f Rejoice! for He is with us alway, 
Lo, even to the end! 
Look up! take courage and go forward, 
All needed grace He’ll send. 


J. McGranahan. 


125 Lead, Kindly Light. 


Lux Benigna. J. B. Dykes. 
Sandon. 10.4.10.4.10.10. C. H. Purday. 


This great hymn marks a crisis in the religious life of 
its author. Newman had been staying in the South of 
Europe for his health, and the condition of the Church 
of England weighed heavily on his mind. On the morn- 
ing of May 26th, 1833, his servant found him sobbing 
bitterly, and inquired what ailed him. Newman replied, 
“‘T have a work to doin England.” Shortly afterwards 
he sailed for Marseilles, and while the ship lay in a 
sea mist in the straits of Bonifacio. becalmed ‘“‘ amid 
the encircling gloom,” he wrote this hymn, which has 
been called ‘‘ The March of the Tractarian Movement.” 

Newman modestly attributed the success of the 
hymn to Dr. Dykes’ fine melody. 


m LEAD, kindly Light, amid the encircling 
gloom, 
Lead Thou me on; 
p The night is dark, and I am far from 
home, , 
Lead Thou me on. 
m Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene; one step enough for 
me. 


p I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on; 
I loved to choose and see my path, (m) 
but now 
Lead Thou me on. 
p I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will : remember not past 
years. 


f So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it 
still 
Will lead me on, 
O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, 
till 
The night is gone ; 
And with the morn those angel faces 
smile, 
m Which I have loved long since, (p) and 
lost awhile. 


J. H. Newman. 


126 Lead us, Heavenly Father. 
Mannheim. 8.7.8.7.8.7. J. Filite, 


James Edmeston (1791-1867) was an architect, 
and Sir Gilbert Scott, the designer of the Albert 
Memorial, London, was among his pupils. He was the 
author of nearly two thousand hymns. The one which 
follows was written for the children of the London 
Orphan Asylum. 


p LEAD us, heavenly Father, lead us 
O’er the world’s tempestuous sea ; 
Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us, 
For we have no help but Thee: 
m Yet possessing 
Every blessing, 
Tf our God our Father be. 


p Saviour, breathe forgiveness o’er us ; 
All our weakness Thou dost know ; 
Thou didst tread this earth before us, 
Thou didst feel its keenest woe ; 
Lone and dreary, 
Faint and weary, 
Through the desert Thou didst go. 


f Spirit of our God, descending, 

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy ; 
Love with every passion blending, 
Pleasure that can never cloy : 

Thus provided, 
Pardoned, guided, 
Nothing can our peace destroy. 


J. Edmeston. 


127 Guidance. 
Dismissal. 8.7.8.7.8.7. W. L. Viner. 


Willlam Williams (1717-1791), ‘‘ the sweet singer of 
Wales,” and one of her greatest hy mn-writers, travelled 
many thousands of miles in the Principality as an 
evangelist. His hymns exerted a great influence, 
but this is almost the only one which has come into 
general use in the English tongue. 


m GuIpE me, O Thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but Thou art mighty ; 
Hold me with Thy powerful hand: 
Bread of heaven, 
Feed me till I want no more. 


Open Thou the crystal fountain, 
Whence the healing waters flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through : 
Strong Deliverer, 
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield. 


p When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside ; 
m Bear me through the swelling current, 
Land me safe on Canaan’s side : 
ii Songs of praises 
I will ever give to Thee. 
W. Williams. 


128 Hold Thou my Hand. 


Hold Thou my hand. H. P. Main. 
11.10.11.10. 

p Hold Thou my hand! so weak I am, and 
helpless, 

I dare not take one step without Thy 

aid ; 

Hold Thou my hand! for then, O loving 

Saviour, 


m No dread of ill shall make my soul 
afraid 


Hold Thou my hand! and closer, closer 


draw me 
To Thy dear self—my hope, my joy, 
my all: 
p Hold Thou my hand, lest haply I should 
wander ; 


And, missing Thee, my trembling feet 
should fall. 


Hold Thou my hand! the way is dark 


before me 
Without the sunlight of. Thy face 
divine ; ; 
m But when by faith I catch its radiant 
glory, 


What heights of joy, what rapturous 
songs are mine ! 


p Hold Thou my hand! that when I reach 
the margin 
Of that lone river Thou didst cross for 


me, 

m A heavenly light may flash along its 
waters, 

ft And every wave like erystal bright shall 
be. 


Fanny J. Crosby. 


*129 The Winds of God. 


Hardy Norseman. Norse Melody. 
C.M.D. 


This hymn was written in 1907 by a Teacher of a 
Women’s Adult School. It was written under a sense 
of failure in Christian service, and in the faith that 
“‘if we quit the labour at the oar, Christ’s spirit will 
still lead us aright.” ‘* Perhaps,” adds the writer, 
“* some little act of love may be the upraised sail which 
Christ’s spirit waits to fill, in spite of past or future.” 


m I FEEL the winds of God to-day ; 
To-day my sail I lift, 
Though heavy oft with drenching spray, 
And torn with many a rift; 


If hope buv light the water’s crest 
And Christ my barque will use, 
/ Vill seek the seas at His behest, 
And brave another cruise. 


m It is the wind of God that dries 
My vain regretful tears, 
Until with braver thoughts shall rise 
The purer, brighter years ; 
p If cast on shores of selfish ease 
Or pleasure I should be, 
m Lord, let me feel Thy freshening breeze, 
And [ll put back to sea. 


p If ever I forget Thy love 
And how that love was shown, 
m Lift high the blood-red flag above ; 
It bears Thy name alone. 
Great Pilot of my onward way, 
Thou wilt not let me drift ; 
f I feel the winds of God to-day, 
To-day my sail I lift. 


Anon. 


130 He Leadeth Me. 


He leadeth me. W. B. Bradbury. 
L.M. and Chorus. 


J. H. Gilmore (1834- ) held Professorships at 
Newton and Rochester, U.S.A. He has related that 
after delivering a lecture on the twenty-third Psalm, 
at the Baptist Church in Philadelphia, he talked 
earnestly with his host about the ‘‘ blessedness of 
God’s leadership,” and the same evening is said to 
have written this hymn. 


m He leadeth me! O blessed thought ! 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught! 
Whate’er I do, where’er I be, 
Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 


m He leadeth me! He leadeth me! 
By His own hand He leadeth me ; 
His faithful follower I would be, 
For by His hand He leadeth me. 


p Sometimes ’mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
m Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom, 
By waters calm, o’er troubled sea, 
Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 


m Lord, I would clasp Thy hand in mine, 
Nor ever murmur, nor repine ; 
Content, whatever lot I see, 

Since ’tis my God that leadeth me. 


p And when my task on earth is done, 

m When, by Thy grace, the victory’s won, 

{ E’en death’s cold wave I will not flee, 
Since Thou through Jordan leadest me. 


J. H. Gilmore. 


131 =O God, our Help! 
St. Anne. CAR W. Croft. 


Isaac Watts (1674-1748) is the acknowledged 
founder of English hymnody. Until his time, the 
paraphrases almost alone were used in public worship 
in this country. 

He was a man of wide culture, a philosopher, poet and 
preacher, but it is his crowning glory that he taught the 
Churches of England the value of metrical Christian 
hymns. 

One of his sayings deserves to be kept on record. 
Someone taunted him with his shortness of stature 
(he was only five feet in height), and in a moment he 
improvised the retort :— 


“‘ Were I so tall to reach the pole, 
And grasp creation with a span, 
I must be measured by my soul ; 
The mind’s the standard of the man.” 


m O Gop, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Our shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal home : 


Under the shadow of Thy throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure ; 
Sufficient is Thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure. 


Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame, 

f From everlasting Thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 


p A thousand ages in Thy sight 
Are like an evening gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the night 
m Before the rising sun. 


p Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
Bears all its sons away ; 
They fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 


/ O God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Be Thou our guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal home. 


I. Watts. 


132 Light Shining out of 


Darkness. 
Southwell. H. S. Irons. 
Wiltshire. C.M. Sir G. T. Smart. 


William Cowper (1731-1800) furnishes the one 
instance of an English poet of the front rank who 
has given us a series of hymns. He brought to the 
art of hymn-writing the cultivated taste of a man 
of letters. 

Although this hymn is not, as is popularly supposed, 
the outcome of Cowper's attempted suicide, yet its 
note of sadness bespeaks the pathos of the poet’s life, 
haunted as he was by melancholy, and the constant 
dread that God had withdrawn Himself. Cowper 
entitled it, ‘‘ Light shining out of darkness.” 


m GOD moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 


Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up His bright designs, 
And works His sovereign will. 


/ Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head, 


m Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust Him for His grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 


His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 


Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And sean His work in vain ; 
} God is His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. 


W. Cowper. 


133 A Hymn of the Waldenses. 


Luther's Hymn. Klug’s Leider, 1535. 
8.7.8.7.8.8.7. 


T. H. Gill (1819-1906), one of the most original of 
recent hymn-writers, was of Puritan ancestry. He 
was a descendant of one of the ministers ejected in. 
1662, and also of John Spicer, a Marian martyr who 
suffered at the stake in 1556. He says the hymn was 
specially written as a tribute to the Waldenses, who for 
centuries struggled for religious freedom in the valleys 
of Piedmont; but he adds “ All the people of God 
have an interest in these three verses.” 


{ Lorp, Thou hast been our dwelling-place 
In every generation ; 
Thy people still have known Thy grace, 
And blessed Thy consolation ; 
m Through every age Thou heard’st our ery ; 
Through every age we found Thee nigh, 
f Our strength and our salvation. 


p Our cleaving sins we oft have wept, 
And oft Thy patience provéd ; 

m But still Thy faith we fast have kept, 
Thy name we still have lovéd: 


And Thou hast kept and loved us well, 
Hast granted us in Thee to dwell, 
f  Unshaken, unremovéd. 


m Lord, nothing from Thine arms of love 
Shall Thine own people sever : 
Our Ilelper never will remove, 
Our God will fail us never. 
Thy people, Lord, have dwelt in Thee ; 
} Our dwelling-place Thou still wilt be 
Tor ever and for ever. 


©. H. Gill. 


134 Trust in God. 
Bethlehen, S.M. S. Wesley. 


“Paul Gerhardt” (1606-1676), says Miss Wink- 
worth, ‘‘is the typical poet of the Lutheran Church, 
as George Herbert is of the English.’’ He was too 
poor to publish his hymns until some years after 
they had been written; but when they appeared 
they immediately attracted attention, and paved the 
way for an invitation to their author to the pastor- 
ate of a great church in Berlin, where crowds flockev 
to hear his preaching. Though subjected to much 
religious persecution, he maintained through all a 
quiet spirit, which found expression in his hymns. 
This hymn was originally written in acrostic form, 
and an unfounded tradition says that it was composed 
to console his wife at a Saxon village, to which he had 
fled after being deposed from this Berlin pastorate. 

The composer of the tune was the son of Charles 
Wesley. Ife was born at Bristol in 1766, and was 
regarded as the greatest organist of his time. 


m Give to the winds thy fears ; 
Ilope, and be undismayed ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears; 
God shall lift up thy head. 


p Through waves, and clouds, and storms 
He gently clears thy way ; 
im Wait thou His time; so shall the night 
+ Soon end in joyous day. 


mv Leave to His sovereign will 
To choose and to command ; 
So shalt thou wondering own, His sway 
Ifow wise, how strong His hand. 


Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear 

When fully He the work hath wrought 
That caused thy needless fear. 


p Thou seest our weakness, Lord, 
Our hearts are known to Thee : 
O lift Thou up the sinking hand, 
Confirm the feeble knee ! 


m Let us, in life and death, 
Thy steadfast truth declare : 
And publish, with our latest breath, 
Thy love and guardian care. 


P. Gerhardt. 
tr. J. Wesley. 


135 The Confidence of Faith. 
St. Francis. C.M. G. A. Lohr. 


Richard Baxter (1615-1691) lived during the troubles 
of the Civil War. He is chiefly known to fame as the 
author of the religious classic, “‘ The Saint’s Everlast- 
ing Rest.””’ He was curate of Kidderminster, where 
his preaching made a deep impression, such numbers 
attending that five galleries had to be added to accom- 
modate the crowds who came to hear him. His remon- 
strance against the persecution of the Nonconformists 
brought him before Judge Jeffreys. Jeffreys said 
to him, ‘* Richard, I see a rogue in thy face,”’ to which 
Baxter quickly retorted, ‘‘I had not known before 
that my face was a mirror.” He was offered and 
refused the Bishopric of Hereford. The hymn is 
oa London, at the door of eternity, August 7th. 


m Lorp, it belongs not to my care, 
Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Thee is my share, 
And this Thy grace must give. 


Tf life be long I will be glad, 
That I may long obey : 
p If short—yet why should I be sad 
m To soar to endless day ? 


Christ leads me through no darker rooms 
Than He went through before ; 
p He that into God’s kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door. 


m Come, Lord, when grace has made me 
meet 
Thy blesséd face to see ; 
For if Thy work on earth be sweet, 
What will Thy glory be? 


p My knowledge of that life is small, 
The eye of faith is dim ; 

m But ’tis enough that Christ knows all, 
And I shall be with Him. 


R. Bacter. 


136 O God of Bethel! 
Farrant. — C.M. R. Farrant. 


Philip Doddridge (1702-1751), coming as he does 
between Watts and Charles Wesley, must be regarded 
as one of the founders of English hymnody. His 
mother doubtless stirred her boy’s imagination and 
heart by the story of the persecution of his father, who 
had been compelled to fly from England “ with his little 
store of money bound up in his girdle and Luther’s 
German Bible for all his heritage.’”’ Mrs. Charles has 
given us an interesting picture of the mother teaching 
her boy Bible stories from the Dutch tiles round the 
fireplace. It is possible that one of the tiles may 
have represented Jacob setting up his pillar at Bethel 
(Genesis xxviii. 18-22). 

The tune dates from the sixteenth century. The 
composer was Master of the Choristers at Windsor. 
His church music is still regarded as a model of dignity 
and restraint. 


m O Gop of Bethel! by whose hand 
Thy people still are fed ; 
Who through this weary pilgrimage 
Hast all our fathers led ; 


Our vows, our prayers, we now present 
Before Thy throne of grace: 

God of our Fathers, be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 


Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footsteps guide ; 

m Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 


O spread Thy covering wings around, 
Till all our wanderings cease, 

And at our Father’s loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 


Such blessings from Thy gracious hand, 
Our humble prayers implore ; 
f And Thou shalt be our chosen God 
And portion evermore. 


P. Doddridge. 


137 The God of Our Salvation. 
Integer Vite. 11.11.11.5. H.F. Flemming. 


M. A. von Lowenstern (1594-1648) was a Silesian 
saddler, who rose during the Thirty-years’ War 
to be a noble and a statesman. Church and State 
in Germany were alike rent asunder by the war. 
The country was given up to soldiers and marauders ; 
plague swept over the land; the churches were 
robbed and the bells stolen to make guns, and religious 
persecutions drove thousands into exile. Yet these 
troubles only seemed to quicken men’s love for their 
religion, and Roman and Evangelical clergy alike 
stood bravely by their flocks, comforting them in 
their troubles. Sometimes, when a church was 
destroyed, the pastor would gather his _ people 
together for prayer in the woods or on the hillside. 
The religious songs of the period breathe a spirit of 
courage and faith. The hymn should be read in the 
light of these events. 


m Lorp of our life, and God of our salvation, 
Star of our night, and hope of every nation, 
Hear and receive Thy Church’s supplica- 

tion, 
Lord God Almighty! 


p See round Thine ark the hungry billows 
curling ; 
See how Thy foes their banners are un- 
furling ; 
Lord, while their darts envenomed they 
are hurling, 
m Thou canst preserve us. 


m Lord, Thou canst help whenearthly armour 
faileth, 
Lord, Thou canst save when sin itself 
assaileth, 
f Lord, o’er Thy Rock nor death nor hell 
prevaileth ; 
p Grant us Thy peace, Lord. 


m Grant us Thy help till foes are backward 
driven, 
Grant them Thy truth, that they may be 
forgiven, 
Grant peace on earth, and after we have 
striven, 
p Peace in Thy heaven. 


M.A. von Lowenstern ; 
BP: Pusey. 


138 Safety in God. 
Aurelia, 7.6.7.6.D. S. S. Wesley. 


Miss Waring was born a member of the Society 
of Friends, but early in life became a baptised member 
of the Church of England. 


This hymn is a paraphrase of the twenty-third 
Psalm, the key-words of which, “I will fear no evil. 
for Thou art with me,” were prefixed to it as first 
published. 

The composer of the tune was a grandson of Chas. 
Wesley. He was regarded (like his father before him) 
as the greatest musician of his time, and held succes- 
sively the post of organist at Hereford and Exeter 
Cathedrals, Leeds Parish Church, and Gloucester 
Cathedral. 


This melody was originally written for ‘“‘ The Voice 
that breathed o’er Eden.” 


m In heavenly love abiding, 
No change my heart shall fear, 
And safe is such confiding. 
For nothing changes here. 
The storm may roar without me, 
p My heart may low be laid, 
m But God is round about me, 
And can I be dismayed ? 


Wherever He may guide me, 
No want shall turn me back ; 
My Shepherd is beside me, 
And nothing can I lack. 
His wisdom ever waketh, 
His sight is never dim, 
He knows the way He taketh, 
And I will walk with Him. 


Green pastures are before me, 
Which yet I have not seen ; 

Bright skies will soon be o’er me, 
Where the dark clouds have been. 

f My hope I cannot measure ; 

. My path to life is free ; 

My Saviour has my treasure, 
And He will walk with me. 


Anna L. Waring. 


139 Begone, Unbelief. 
Montgomery. 5.5.5.5.6.5.6.5. J. Stanley. 


John Newton’s life (1725-1807) reads like a romance. 
He was indeed a “ prodigal son.” Disregarding, 
when a lad, his father’s plans for his future, he was 
seized by a press-gang: he soon deserted, but was 
re-captured and publicly flogged,—a degradation 
which so enraged him that he determined to murder 
his captain, and then, in remorse, to drown himself, 
Subsequently he worked under a slave dealer in Africa, 
who so nearly starved him to death that he stole or 
begged his food from the slaves. Yet, libertine and 
infidel though he was, the memory of his mother, the 
love of a pure girl, and a chance reading of Thomas 4 
Kempis, recalled him to himself. In later life he 
became a devout and zealous clergyman, and formed 
a close friendship with the poet Cowper. 


There are obvious traces of autobiography in this 
hymn. Some lines, omitted here,— 


“ Determined to savz, He watched o'er my path, 
When, Satan’s blind slave, I sported wich death,” 


doubtless refer to Newton’s repeated narrow escapes 
from death, and the profligate years of his youth. 


f BEGONE, unbelief ; 
My Saviour is near, 
And for my relief 
Will surely appear: 


™m™ 
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By prayer let me wrestle, 
And He will perform ; 

With Christ in the vessel 
I smile at the storm. 


Though dark be my way, 
Since He is my guide, 
*Tis mine to obey, 

*Tis His to provide ; 
Though cisterns be broken 
And creatures all fail, 
The word He hath spoken 

Shall surely prevail. 


His love in time past 
Forbids me to think 

He'll leave me at last 
In trouble to sink ; 

While each Ebenezer 
I have in review 

Confirms His good pleasure 
To help me quite through. 


Why should I complain 
Of want or distress, 
Temptation or pain? — 
He told me no less: 
The heirs of salvation, 
I know from His Word, 
Through much tribulation 
Must follow their Lord. 


How bitter that cup 
No heart can conceive, 
Which He drank quite up 
That sinners might live ! 
His way was much rougher 
And darker than mine ; 
Did Christ my Lord suffer, 
And shall I repine ? 


Since all that I meet 
Shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, 
The medicine food ; 


Though painful at presont, 
*T will cease before long ; 
f And then, O how pleasant 
The conqueror’s song ! 


J. Newton. 


140 The Lord will Provide. 
Hanover. 5.5.5.5.6.5.6.5. W. Croft. 


This was written for the Great House at Olney 
in February, 1775. Like many of Newton’s hymns, 
it seems to have a touch of autobiography and recalls 
the story of his early failures and struggles. 

His epitaph, written by himself, describes him as 
“once an infidel and libertine, a servant of slaves in 
Africa, but by the rich mercy of our Lord and Saviour 
Jesus Christ, preserved, restored, pardoned, and 
appointed to preach the faith he had long laboured to 
destroy.” 

The tune is generally recognised as the work of 
Dr. Croft, the famous Westminster Abbey organist, 
who is buried in the Musicians’ Aisle. His epitaph 
quaintly ends as follows :—‘‘ He migrated to the 
heavenly choir, with that concert of angels for which 
he was better fitted, adding his Hallelujah.” 


m THoucH troubles assail 
And dangers affright, 
Though friends should all fail, 
And foes all unite, 
} Yet one thing secures us, 
Whatever betide, 
The Scripture assures us, 
The Lord will provide. 


m The birds without barn 
Or storehouse are fed ; 
From them let us learn 
To trust for our bread: 
His saints what is fitting 
Shall ne’er be denied, 
So long as ’tis written, 
The Lord will provide. 


His call we obey, 
Like Abram of old, 
Not knowing our way, 
But faith makes us bold ; 


For, though we are strangers, 
We have a good Guide, 

And trust, in all dangers, 
The Lord will provide. 


op No strength of our own, 
Or goodness we claim ; 
m Yet since we have known 
The Saviour’s great name, 
/ In this our strong tower 
For safety we hide, 
Almighty His power : 
The Lord will provide. 


J. Newton. 


141 The Peace of God. 
Northrepps. C.M. J. Booth. 


m We bless Thee for Thy peace, O God, 
Deep as th’ unfathomed sea, 
Which falls like sunshine on the road 
Of those who trust in Thee. 


We ask not, Father, for repose 
Which comes from outward rest, 

If we may have through all life’s woes 
Thy peace within our breast ; 


That peace which suffers and is strong, 
Trusts where it cannot see, 

Deems not the trial-way too long, 
But leaves the end with Theo; 


p That peace which flows serene and deep, 
A river in the soul, 

m Whose banks a living verdure keep— 
God’s sunshine o’er the whole. 


p O Father, give our hearts this peace, 
Whate’er the outward be, 
Till all life’s discipline shall cease, 
m And we go home to Thee. 


Anon. 


142 Joy and Peace. 


Bentley. J.P. Hullah. 
Petition. 7.6.7.6.D. Arr. from Haydn. 


This is one of Cowper’s most joyous hymns. The 
paraphrase, in the last stanza, of the closing verses 
of the prophet Habakkuk is remarkable for its 
taithfulness and beauty. 


_J. P. Hullah, the composer of “ Bentley,” was a 
pioneer of popular instruction in singing. 


m SOMETIMES a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings: 
It is the Lord, who rises 
With healing in His wings. 
When comforts are declining, 
He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 
To cheer it after rain. 


f In holy contemplation 
We gladly then pursue 
The theme of God’s salvation, 
And find it ever new: 

Set free from present sorrow, 
We cheerfully can say, 
E’en let the unknown morrow 

Bring with it what it may: 


It can bring with it nothing 
But He will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing 
Will clothe His people too: 
Beneath the spreading heavens 
No creature but is fed ; 
And He who feeds the ravens 
Will give His children bread. 


p Though vine nor fig-tree neither 
Their wonted fruit should bear ; 
Though all the field should wither, 
Nor flock nor herd be there ; 
m Yet God the same abiding, 
His praise shall tune my voice ; 
{ For while in Him confiding 
I cannot but rejoice. 


W. Cowper. 


143 Trust. 
Innsbruck. * 8.8.6.8.8.6. H. Isaak. 


Joseph Anstice (1808-1836) was a fellow student 
at Oxford of Mr. Gladstone, and John Morley says 
“of all Gladstone’s friends there, Amnstice seems 
most to have affected him in deepest things.” The 
two young men had many earnest talks on religious 
matters, and Gladstone wrote ‘I bless and praise 
God for his presence here.’”’ On leaving Oxford, he 
was appointed Professor of Classical Literature at 
King’s College. London, at the early age of twenty-two. 
He died when he was only twenty-eight, and in the 
early stages of his illness he dictated this and about 
fifty other hymns to his wife. 


The melody was sung, before Luther’s time, by 
wandering musicians, to a popular song, ‘* Innsbruck, 
I must leave thee.’”’ The reputed author, Heinrich 
Tsaak, was Musical Director to the Choir of Maximilian 
I. (16th cent.). Bach introduced the air into his 
Passion music, and Mendelssohn into his unfinished 
oratorio, ‘* Christus.” 


m O Lorp, how happy should we be 
If we could cast our care on Thee, 
If we from self could rest 
And feel at heart that One above, 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 
Is working for the best. 


How far from this our daily life, 

How oft disturbed by anxious strife, 
By sudden wild alarms ; 

O could we but relinquish all 

Our earthly props, and simply fall 
On Thine almighty arms! 


p Could we but kneel, and cast our load, 
E’en while we pray, upon our God, 
m Then rise with lightened cheer ; 
Sure that the Father, who is nigh 
To still the famished raven’s cry, 
Will hear in that we fear. 


p We cannot trust Him as we should ; 
So chafes weak nature’s restless mood 
To cast its peace away ; 
m But birds and flowerets round us preach, 
All, all the present evil teach 
Sufficient for the day. 


Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lessons learn from birds and flowers ; 
Make them from self to cease ; 
Leave all things to a Father’s will, 
p And taste, before Him lying still, 
E’en in affliction, peace. 


J. Anstice, 


144 Simply Trusting. 


Simply Trusting. Ira D. Sankey. 
7.7.7.7. and Chorus. 


m StmpLy trusting every day, 
Trusting through a stormy way; 
Even when my faith is small, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 


m Trusting as the moments fly, trusting as 
the days go by; 

Trusting Him whate’er befal; trusting 
Jesus, that is all. 


m Brightly doth His Spirit shine 
Into this poor heart of mine ; 
While He leads I cannot fall, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 


m Singing, if my way be clear ; 

p Praying, if the path be drear ; 
If in danger, for Him call ; 

m Trusting Jesus, that is all. 


m Trusting Him while life shall last, 
Trusting Him till earth be past, 
Till within the jasper wall ; 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 
E. Page. 


145 Trust. 
Deva. 6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. E. J. Hopkins 


m JESUS, I will trust Thee, 
Trust Thee with my soul: 

p (xuilty, lost, and helpless, 

m ‘Thou canst make me whole 


There is none in heaven 
Or on_earth like Thee : 
Thou hast died for sinners, 
Therefore, Lord, for me. 


m Jesus, I will trust Thee, 
.Trust Thee with my soul: 
p Guilty, lost, and helpless, 
m Thou canst make me whole. 


m Jesus, I can trust Thee, 

Trust Thy written word ; 

Since Thy voice of mercy 
I have often heard. 

When Thy Spirit teacheth, 
To my taste how sweet ! 

Only may I hearken, 
Sitting at Thy feet. 


f Jesus I do trust Thee, 
Trust Thee without doubt: 
Whosoever cometh 
Thou wilt not cast out: 
Faithful is Thy promise, 
Precious is Thy blood, 
These my soul’s salvation, 
Thou my Saviour God. 


Mary J. Walker, 


146 Will your Anchor Hold ? 


Will your Anchor Hold? W. J. Kirkpatrick. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


m Witt your anchor hold in the storms 


of life ? 

When the clouds unfold their wings of 
strife ; 

When the strong tides lift and the cables 
strain, : 


Will your anchor drift or firm remain ? 


} We have an anchor that keeps the 
soul 

Steadfast and sure while the billows 
roll; 


Fastened to the Rock which cannot 
move, 7 

Grounded firm and deep in the 
Saviour’s love! 


p It will surely hold in the straits of fear, 
When the breakers tell that the reef is 
near ; 
Though the tempest rave and the wild 
winds blow, 
Not an angry wave shall our bark o’erflow. ~ 


p It will surely hold in the floods of death, 
When the waters cold chill our latest 
breath ; 
m On the rising tide it can never fail 
While our hopes abide within the vail. 


m When our eyes behold, through the 
'  gath’ring night, 
The city of gold, our harbour bright, 
We shall anchor fast by the heavenly 
shore, 
With the storms all past for evermore. 


Priscilla J. Owens. 


147 Thee will I love. 


St. Chrysosiom. Sir Joseph Barnby. 
8.8.8.8.8.8. 


Johann Scheffler (1624-1677) was a mystic of the 
school of Jacob Béhme, the centre of whose teaching 
was “the union of the believer with Christ and the 
life of God in the soul.” Driven from the Lutheran 
Church because of his heterodoxy, Scheffler found 
refuge at the age of twenty-eight in Roman Catholic- 
ism, adopting the name of Angelus. The translation 
is by John Wesley. 


} THEE will Ilove, my strength, my tower, 
Thee will I love, my joy, my crown, 
Thee will I love with all my power, 
In all Thy works, and Thee alone ; 
Thee will I love, till the pure fire 
Fill my whole soul with chaste desire. 


I thank Thee, uncreated Sun, 
That Thy bright beams on me have 
shined ; 
I thank Thee, who hast overthrown 
My foes, and healed my wounded mind ; 
I thank Thee, whose enlivening voice 
Bids my freed heart in Thee rejoice. 


m Uphold me in the doubtful race, 
Nor suffer me again to stray ; 
Strengthen my feet with steady pace 
Still to press forward in Thy way ; 
My soul and flesh, O Lord of might, 
Fill, satiate with Thy heavenly light. 


p Give to mine eyes refreshing tears ; 
Give to my heart chaste, hallowed fires ; 
Give to my soul, with filial fears, 
The love that all heaven’s host inspires ; 
m That all my powers, with all their might, 
In Thy sole glory may unite. 


f Thee will I love, my joy, my crown ; 
Thee will 1 love, my Lord, my God ; 
Thee will 1 love, beneath Thy frown, 
Or smile,—Thy sceptre, or Thy rod; 
What though my flesh and heart decay ? 
Thee shall I love in endless day. 


J. Scheffler ; 
tr. J. Wesley. 


148 Take up thy Cross. 
Bethany. 8.7.8.7.D. H. Smart. 


This hymn of personal consecration is by the author 
of ‘“‘ Abide with me.” Lyte had his full share of 
trouble: in early life he lost by death an intimate 
and dearly-loved clerical friend, and was left with 
the anxious care of the wife and family. Later on 
he found himself involved in sectarian disputes with 
some of his parishioners, which much disturbed him, and 
largely contributed to his early death. 


p JESUS, I my cross have taken, 
All to leave and follow Thee ; 
Destitute, despised, forsaken, 
m Thou, from hence, my all shalt be; 


Perish every fond ambition, 
All I’ve sought, or hoped, or known 
f Yet how rich is my condition ! 
God and heaven are still my own ! 


m Let the world despise and leave me, 
They have left my Saviour too ; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me ; 
Thou art not, like them, untrue : 
/ And, while Thou shalt smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 
m Foes may hate, and friends may shun me 3 
} Show Thy face, and all is bright ! 


m Man may trouble and distress me, 

Twill but drive me to Thy breast ; 

Life with trials hard may press me, 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest ! 

O! ’tis not in grief to harm me, 
While Thy love is left to me ! 

O ! *twere not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unblest by Thee ! 


/ Take, my soul, thy full salvation ; 

Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care ; 

Joy to find in every station, 
Something still to do or bear: 

m Think what Spirit dwells within thee ! 

What a Father’s smile is thine ! 

What a Saviour died to win thee ! 
Child of heaven, shouldst thou repine ? 


~~ 


Haste then on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith, and winged by prayer ; 

Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee, 
God’s own hand shall guide thee there ! 

p Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 

Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
f Hope soon change to glad fruition, 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise ! 


H. F. Lyte. 
149 Perfect Peace. 
Paz Tecum. 10.10. G@. T. Caldbeck 


and C. Vincent. 


Bishop Bickersteth’s (1825-1906) biographer relates 
that this hymn was written at Harrogate in the 
summer of 1875. One Sunday morning, at the 


Parish Church, the text was ‘“‘ Thou wilt keep him 
in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Thee.” 
That afternoon the author visited a dying friend, and 
wrote this hymn at his bedside. It is based on 
Tsa. xxvi. 3, where in the Hebrew, the emphasis is 
laid on the word ‘‘ Peace” by repeating it twice. 


p PEACE, perfect peace, in this dark world 
of sin ? 
m The blood of Jesus whispers peace within. 


p Peace, perfect peace, by thronging duties 
pressed ? 
m To do the will of Jesus, this is rest. 


p Peace, perfect peace, with sorrows surging 
round ? 

m On Jesus’ bosom nought but calm is 
found. 


p Peace, perfect peace, with loved ones far 
away ? 
m In Jesus’ keeping we are safe and they. 


p Peace, perfect peace, our future all un- 
known ? 
m Jesus we know, and He is on the throne. 


p Peace, perfect peace, death shadowing us 
and ours ? 

7 Jesus has vanquished death and all its 
powers. 


#2 It is enough: earth ’s struggles soon shall 
cease, 
And Jesus call us to heav’n’s perfect 
peace. 
£. H. Bickersteth, 


150 Faith of our Fathers. 
Fides Patrum. 8.8.8.8.8.8.  @. P. Harris. 


It is strange to reflect that this hymn was written 
by one whose Huguenot ancestors found a home of 
refuge in England, and whose father was strongly 
Evangelical, but who himself, in the uphcaval of the 


Oxford movement, seceded to Roman Catholicism. 
It has been well said that “‘ it is the peculiar privilege 
of hymn-writers that to a great extent they write not 


for any one society of Christians, but for the Church 
at large.” 


The composer of the tune is actively interested in 
Adult School work. 


f Fairs of our fathers! living still 
In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword, 
O how our hearts beat high with joy 
Whene’er we hear that glorious word ; 
Faith of our fathers! holy faith ! 
We will be true to thee till death. 


p Our fathers, chained in prisons dark, 
m Were still in heart and conscience free ; 
And blest would be their children’s fate, 
Though they, like them, could die for 
thee! : 
f Faith of our fathers ! holy faith ! 
We will be true to thee till death. 


Faith of our fathers! God’s great power 
Shall soon all nations win for thee; 
And through the truth that comes from 


0 
Mankind shall then be truly free. 
Faith of our fathers! holy faith ! 
We will be true to thee till death. 


m Faith of our fathers! we will love 
Both friend and foe in all our strife, 
And preach thee, too, as love knows how, 
By kindly words and virtuous life : 
f Faith of our fathers! holy faith ! 
We will be true to thee till death. 


I. W. Faber. 
(8rd v. alt.) 


151 On the Lord’s Side. 


Hermas. F. R. Havergal. 
6.5.6.5.D. and Chorus. 


This hymn is based on 1 Chronicles xii. 18. In 
the year which saw its publication, Miss Havergal 
wrote to a young friend on the eve of his twenty- 
first birthday, “‘ To-morrow your manhood begins, 


Whose shall it be? Shall it be still ‘some for 
self and some for Thee?’ What if He had not made 
a whole offering? What if He had not given His 
whole self for you? . . . I can’t bear those who 
might be recruits in His army to be contented to stay 
at home as it were, and only fight their own little 
private battles for their own ends, and the cause of the 
Redeemer left to its own chance.” 


m Who is on the Lord’s side ? 
Who will serve the King ? 
Who will be His helpers, 
Other lives to bring ? 
Who will leave the world’s side ? 
Who will face the foe ? 
Who is on the Lord’s side ? 
Who for Him will go ? 


} By Thy call of merey, 
By Thy grace divine, 
We are on the Lord’s side; 
Saviour, we are Thine ! 


m Not for weight of glory, 
Not for crown and palm, 
Enter we the army, 
Raise the warrior-psalm ; 
p But for Love that claimeth 
Lives for whom He died : 
m He who Jesus nameth 
Must be on His side. 


p Jesus, Thou hast bought us, 
Not with gold or gem, 
But with Thine own life-blood, 
For Thy diadem ; 
With Thy blessing filling 
All who come to Thee, 
f Thou hast made us willing, 
Thou hast made us free. 


m Fierce may be the conflict, 
Strong may be the foe ; 
f But the Kung’s own army 
None can overthrow ; 
Round His standard ranging, 
Victory is secure, 
For His truth unchanging 
Makes the triumph sure. 


Frances R. Havergal. 


152 O Happy Day! 


O Happy Day. Anon. 
L.M. and Chorua. 


This hymn was not published until after Doddridge’s 
death, and was headed ‘ Rejoicing in our covenant 
engagements with God.” It tells of the experience 
of the individual rather than of the congregation. 
“Happy is the man,” says Montgomery, “ that can 
take the words of this hymn and make them his own.” 


f O marry day, that fixed my choice 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God! 
Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tel! its raptures all abroad. 


}. Happy day! Happy day! 
When Jesus washed my sins away ! 
He taught me how to watch and pray, 
And live rejoicing every day ; 
Happy day! Happy day! 
When Jesus washed my sins away ! 


m ’Tis done, the great transaction’s done ! 
1 am my Lord’s, and He is mine ; 
He drew me, and I followed on, 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 


m Now rest, my long-divided heart, 
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest ; 
Nor ever from thy Lord depart, 
With Him of every good possessed. 


m High heaven, that heard the solemn vow, 
That vow renewed shall daily hear, 

p Till in life’s latest hour I bow, 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 


P. Doddridge. 


153 My Promise. 
Day of Rest. 7.6.7.6.D. — J. W. Ellioit. 


This hymn, with its note of personal consecration, 
was written for a service at which three members 
of the author’s family were confirmed. 


m O Jesus, I have promised 
To serve Thee to the end ; 


Be Thou for ever near me, 
My Master and my Friend! 
I shall not fear the battle 
If thou art by my side, 
Nor wander from the pathway 
If Thou wilt be my Guide. 


O let me feel Thee near me, 
The world is ever near ; 

I see the sights that dazzle, 
The tempting sounds I hear: 

My foes are ever near me, 
Around me and within, 

p But, Jesus, draw Thou nearer, 

And shield my soul from sin. 


O let me hear Thee speaking 
In accents clear and still, 
Above the storms of passion, 
The murmurs of self will; 
O speak to reassure me, 
To hasten or control; 
O speak and make me listen, 
Thou Guardian of my soul. 


m O Jesus, Thou hast promised 
To all who follow Thee, 
That where Thou art in Glory 
There shall Thy servant be ; 
And, Jesus, I have promised 
To serve Thee to the end ; 
p O give me grace to follow 
My Master and my Friend. 


m O let me see Thy footmarks 
And in them plant mine own 3 
My hope to follow duly 
Is in Thy strength alone. 
O guide me, call me, draw me, 
Uphold me to the end ; 
j And then in heaven receive me, 
My Saviour and my Friend ! 


J. E. Bode. 


154 True-hearted. 


True-hearted. J. Booth. 
11.10.11.10. Dactyllic and Chorus. 


This hymn was written, towards the close of Miss 
Havergal’s short life, for a Y.W.C.A. New Year’s 
gathering. 


m TRUE-HEARTED, whole-hearted, faithful 
and loyal, 
King of our lives, by Thy grace we will 
be ! 
Under the standard, exalted and royal, 
Strong in Thy strength, we will battle 
for Thee. 


} Peal out the watchword! and silence 
it never ! [free ; 

Song of our spirits, rejoicing and 
True-hearted, whole-hearted, now and 
for ever, [will be ! 

King of our lives, by Thy grace we 


m True-hearted, whole-hearted, fullest alle- 
giance 
Yielding henceforth to our glorious 
King ; 
Valiant endeavour and loving ohedience, 
Freely and joyously now would we bring. 


m True-hearted! Saviour, Thou knowest 
our story ; 
p Weak are the hearts that we lay at 
Thy feet, 
Sinful and treach-er-ous! yet, for Thy 
glory, 
Heal them, and cleanse them from sin 
and deceit. 


m True-hearted, whole-hearted, Saviour all 
glorious ! 
Take Thy great power and reign there 
alone ; 
Over our wills and affections victorious, 
Freely surrendered and wholly Thine 
own. 
Frances R. Havergal. 


155 The Narrow Way. 


Christian, walk carefully. G. C. Stebbins. 
10.10.10.10. Dactyllic and Chorus. 


m CHRISTIAN, walk carefully: danger is near! 
On in thy journey with trembling and 
fear ; 
Snares from without, and temptations 
within, 
Seek to entice thee once more into sin. 


m Christian, walk carefully: danger is 
near ! 


? Christian, walk cheerfully through the 

fierce storm, 

Dark though the sky with its threats of 
alarm ; 

Soon will the clouds and the tempest 
be o’er, 

Then with thy Saviour thou’lt rest ever- 
more. 


{ Christian, walk cheerfully through the 
fierce storm. 


p Christian, walk prayerfully: oft wilt 
thou fall, 
If thou forget on thy Saviour to call ; 
m Safe thou shalt walk through each trial 
and care, 
If thou art clad in the armour of prayer. 


p Christian, walk prayerfully : fear lest 
thou fall. 


m Christian, walk hopefully: sorrow and 
pain 


Cease when the haven of rest thou shalt 
gain: 

Then from the lips of the Judge, thy 
reward— 


7 ‘‘ Enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.” 
m Christian, walk hopefully : rest thou 
shalt gain. ; 
. Anon. 


156 The Pure in Heart. 
Potsdam. S.M. Adapted from J. S. Bach. 


m  BusEsvT are the pure in heart, 
For they shall see our God ; 
The secret of the Lord is theirs, 
Their soul is His abode. 


Still to the lowly soul 
He doth Himself impart ; 

And for His dwelling and His throne 
Chooseth the pure in heart. 


Lord, we Thy presence seek ; 
May ours this blessing be ; 

Give us a pure and lowly heart, 
A temple meet for Thee. 


J. Keble (v. 1 & 2). 
E. Osler (v. 3). 


157 Strength in Quietness. 


Rest. 8.6.8.8.6. F.C. Maker. 


These verses form the concluding part of a poem 
by Whittier entitled ‘‘ The Brewing of Soma.” Soma 
is a plant grown in Northern India, from which was 
made an intoxicant believed to have been dear to the 
gods. Those who drank of it were said to soar up to 
the very gate of heaven in a rapture of joy. Whittier 
points us from all such artifices to the only true Source 
of the soul’s rest. 


p Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 
Forgive our foolish ways! 
m Reclothe us in our rightful mind ; 
In purer lives Thy service find, 
In deeper reverence, praise. 


In simple trust like theirs who heard, 
Beside the Syrian Sea, 

The gracious calling of the Lord, 

Let us like them without a word, 
Rise up and follow Thee. 


p O Sabbath rest by Galilee ! 
O ealm of hills above, 
Where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
The silence of eternity, 
m Interpreted by love. 


p With that deep hush subduing all 
Our words and works that drown 
The tender whisper of Thy call, 
As noiseless let Thy blessing fall 
As fell Thy manna down. 


Drop Thy still dews of quietness, 

Till all our strivings cease ; 
Take from our souls the strain and stress, 
And let our ordered lives confess 

The beauty of Thy peace. 


Breathe through the pulses of desire 
Thy coolness and Thy balm ; 
Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire ; 
f Speak through the earthquake, wind, and 
fire, 
p  Ostill, small voice of calm! 


J. G. Whittier. 


*158 Comrades We. 


Ode a la Joie. Adapted from Beethoven 
8.7.8.7.D. by G. P. Harris. 


Edward Grubb (1854- ) the Editor of ‘‘The 
British Friend,” was for four years Secretary of the 
Howard Association (for the advocacy of Prison 
Reform). He is Secretary of the ‘‘Summer School ” 
movement in the Society of Friends, and his hymn is 
an expression of the light and fellowship and in- 
spiration for service which have been found in these 
gatherings. 


m COMRADES we, whom love is leading forth 

from shades of starless night,— 
Hearts aglow, and faces sunward,—chil- 

dren of the morning light. 

p Dark the way that lies behind us, rough 
the path our feet have trod ; 

f But around us clouds are breaking on 
the breezy hills of God. 


p Saviour, if to us is granted sunlight over 
hill and vale, 
If, to drink of living water from the 
springs that shall not fail, 
Save us from the isolation of a love-forget- 
ful creed ; 
m Let our joy be strong for service, rich to 
help in word and deed. 


There are human hearts in bondage, 
where Thy sunbeams may not shine, 

Where the flowers of love are blasted, 
well-nigh quenched the spark divine ; 

Where the men that use Thy name are 
waging war’s unholy strife, 

And the greed of man, unheeding, crucifies 
the Lord of life. 


p O our Master, Thou hast died that souls 
in bonds may yet be free, 
Draining deep the cup of sorrow in Thy 
dark Gethsemane ; 
Conquering in the might of meekness, 
bringing gladness out of pain, 
f Changing earth’s low mournful music 
into Heaven’s triumphant strain. 


p It is they who share Thy sorrow that 
can share Thy love divine, 
They who tread with Thee the wine-press 
that can offer heavenly wine. 
m Mould our lives to Thy obedience, let 
Thy Cross our souls inspire, 
Take us, Lord, baptize us wholly with 
the Spirit and with fire. 


Edward Grubb. 


159 The Love that will not 
‘let me go. 


St. Margaret. 8.8.8.8.6. A. L. Peace. 


George Matheson (1842-1905) became distinguished 
as one of the greatest Scottish preachers and writers 
of his day. His youth was happy, but when, during 
his college career, the terrible fatality of blindness 


came, he bravely wrote, ‘‘ I shall do my work in spite 
of it: the mission of my life shall not fail because of 
physical suffering: 1 shall fulfil my God-appointed 
task in the face of every hardship and every pain.” 
He says this hymn came to him spontaneously and 
without conscious effort. 


p O Love that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soulin Thee; 
I give Thee back the life I owe, 
That in Thine ocean depths its flow 
m May richer, fuller be. 


O Light that followest all my way, 
I yield my flickering torch to Thee ; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day 
May brighter, fairer be. 


p O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to Thee 
I trace the rainbow through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain 
m That morn shall tearless be. 


p O Cross that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from Thee ; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 
And from the ground there blossoms red 
m Life that shall endless be. 


G. Matheson. 


160 A Litany. 


Litany. dedk Os W. H. Stocks 
(adapted from Tallis). 


m Gop the Father, throned on high; 
Saviour, who did’st come to die; 
Spirit, who dost sanctify : 

p Lord, in mercy hear us. 


m Lord, we love Thee ;(p) we deplore 
That we do not love Thee more; 
m Warm our coldness, we implore: 
Lord, in mercy hear us, 


m What Thou willest may we will, 
Nor our own desires fulfil, 
For we know not good from ill: 
p Lord, in mercy hear us. 


m May our lips our faith confess ; 
Teach us, when reviled, to bless, 
Conquering by gentleness : 

p Lord, in mercy hear us. 


m Make us wise to do the right, 
Calm in trouble, brave in fight, 
Humble when our path is bright : 
p Lord, in mercy hear us. 


m Holy, loving as Thou art, 
Come, and live within our heart, 
Never from us to depart: 

p Lord, in mercy hear us. 


T. B. Pollock. 


161 The Sympathy of Jesus. 
Claudius Ptolemeus. C.M. A. H. Minn. 


m THERE is no sorrow, Lord, too light 
To bring in prayer to Thee ; 
There is no burdening care too slight 
To wake Thy sympathy. 


Thou who hast trod the thorny road 
Wilt share each small distress ; 

The love which bore the greater load 
Will not refuse the less. 


p There is no secret sigh we breathe 
But meets Thine ear divine ; 

m And every cross grows light beneath 
The shadow, Lord, of Thine. 


p Life’s ills without, sin’s strife within, 
The heart would overflow, ‘ 
m But for that love which died for sin, 
That love which wept with woe. 
Jane Crewdson. 


162 Relief in Sorrow. 
Clewer. 6.5.6.5. Anon. 


m O LET him, whose sorrow 
No relief can find, 
Trust in God, and borrow 
Ease for heart and mind. 


p Where the mourner weeping 
Sheds the secret. tear, 

m God His watch is keeping, 
Though none else be near. 


God will never leave thee, 
All thy wants He knows, 
Feels the pains that grieve thee, 
Sees thy cares and woes. 


p When in grief we languish, 
m- He will dry the tear, 
Who His children’s anguish 
Soothes with succour near. 


All our woe and sadness, 
In this world below, 
Balance not the gladness 
We in heaven shall know. 


p Jesu, holy Saviour, 
In the realms above, 

m Crown us with Thy favour, 
Fill us with Thy love. 


H, S. Oswald, 
tr. Frances EH. Coz, 


163 Nearer to Thee. 


Clevedon. F.C, Maker. 
Horbury. 6.4.6.4.6.6.4. J. B. Dykes. 


Jacob’s dream in song—founded on Genesis xxviii. 
10-19. Sarah F. Adams (1805-1848) composed it, 
with a dozen other hymns, for use at South Place 
Chapel, Finsbury. The authoress was a great friend 


of Robert Browning’s, with whom she discussed 
religious problems when he was a lad, and she is said 
to have inspired his youthful poem, “* Pauline.” 

The tune Clevedon has been specially arranged 
for this publication. 


m N&EARER, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee ! 
p E’en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me; 
m Still all my song would be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
p Nearer to Thee! 


Though like the wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone ; 
m Yet in my dreams I’d be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
p Nearer to Thee! 


m There let the way appear, 
Steps unto heaven ; 
All that Thou sendest me 
In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
p Nearer to Thee! 


f Then with my waking thoughts, 
Bright with Thy praise, 
Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel T’ll raise ; 
m So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
p Nearer to Thee! 


Sarah F, Adams. 


164 Bury thy Sorrow. 
Go bury thy Sorrow. 11.11.11.11. P. P. Bliss. 


Tra D. Sankey has told us that at the time this hymn 
was written, the authoress was living with her brother, 
who was a minister. One day her conscience re- 
proached her for having disclosed to him some great 


trial through which she was passing. Why should 
she add to her brother’s anxieties by troubling him 
with her own? Would it not be better to ** bury 
her sorrow,” and take him only words of cheer ? 
With tears in her eyes, she retired to her room and 
wrote these lines. 


m Go bury thy sorrow, the world hath its 
share ; 
Go bury it deeply, go hide it with care ; 
p Go think of it calmly, when curtained by 
night : 
m Go tell it to Jesus, and all will be right. 


p Go tell it to Jesus, He knoweth thy 
grief ; 

m Go tell it to Jesus, He'll send thee 
relief ; 

Go gather the sunshine He sheds on the 


way ; 
He’ll lighten thy burden—go, weary one, 
pray. 


p Hearts growing a-weary with heavier woe, 
Now droop ’mid the darkness—go, com- 
fort them, go! 
m Go bury thy sorrow, let others be blest ; 
Go give them the sunshine, tell Jesus the 
rest. 


Mary A. Bachelor. 


165 Thy Will be Done. 
Troyte. 8.8.8.4. A. H. D. Troyte. 


It has been given to very few to write two such 
impressive hymns as ‘‘ Thy will be done”’ and “ Just 
as Lam.” Charlotte Elliott’s verses are touched with 
pathos, and have brought comfort to sorrowing hearts 
in many lands. 


m My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home, on life’s rough way, 
O teach me from my heart to say, 
Thy will be done. 


p What though in lonely grief I sigh 
For friends beloved, no longer nigh, 
Submissive still would I reply, 

Thy will be done. 


If Thou shouldst call me to resign 

What most I prize, it ne’er was mine; 

I only yield Thee what was Thine: 
Thy will be done. 


m If but my fainting heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its Guest, 
My God, to Thee I leave the rest: 

Thy will be done. 


Renew my will from day to day: 

Blend it with Thine; and take away 

All that now makes it hard to say, 
Thy will be done. 


p Then, when on earth I breathe no more 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
m I'll sing upon a happier shore, 
Thy will be done. 


Charlotte Elliott. 


166 A Shelter in the Storm. 


A Shelter in the time of Storm. Ira D. Sankey. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


V. J. Charlesworth (1839- ) was at one time 
Co-Pastor with Dr. Newman Hall at Surrey Chapel, 
and subsequently became Headmaster of Spurgeon’s 
Orphanage. 

The tune comes from the north-west coast of Scot- 
land, where Mr. Sankey says the fishermen have often 
been heard singing it as they approached their harbours 
in time of storm. 


# Tue Lord’s our Rock, in Him we hide ; 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 
Secure whatever ill betide : 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 


f OJesus isa Rock in a weary land ; 
m A weary land, a weary land,— 
O Jesus is a Rock in a weary land, 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 


m A shade by day, defence by night : 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 
No fears alarm, no foes affright : 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 


m The raging storms may round us beat : 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 
We'll never leave our safe retreat ; 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 


p O Rock divine, O Refuge dear : 
nm. A Shelter in the time of storm ! 
p Be Thou our Helper ever near, 

m A shelter in the time of storm ! 


V. J. Charlesworth. 


167 The Joyful Morning. 


O child of God wait patiently. Ira D. Sankey. 
C.M.D. 


m O cHILD of God, wait patiently, 

When dark thy path may be ; 
And let thy faith lean trustingly 

On Him who cares for thee ; 

p And though the clouds hang drearily 
Upon the brow of night, 

{ Yet in the morning joy will come, 
And fill thy soul with light. 


m O child of God, He loveth thee, 
And thou art all His own; 
With gentle hand He leadeth thee, 
Thou dost not walk alone ; 
p And though thou watchest wearily 
_ The long and stormy night, 
f Yet in the morning joy will come, 
And fill thy soul with light. 


p O child of God, how peacefully 
He calms thy fears to rest, 

m And draws thee upward, tenderly, 
Where dwell the pure and blest : 


And He who bendeth silently 
Above the gloom of night, 
f Will take thee home, where endless joy 
Shall fill thy soul with light. 


Alice Monteith. 


168 Lucem Demonstrat Umbra. 
(The Shadow proves the Light). 


Peniel. 8.8.8.8.8.8. J. Booth. 


T. Edmund Harvey was a member of the 
London County Council from 1904 to 1907, and 
in 1907 succeeded Canon Barnett as Warden of 
Toynbee Hall. He is the author of ‘* The Rise of 
the Quakers.” 

The title of the Hymn is taken from a sun-dial at 
the South entrance to York Minster. 


m Nor only in the sunshine, Lord, 
When life is glad and sings aloud, 
With all about us in accord ; 
But we would praise Thee in the cloud : 
Then let us lift our gaze above, 
And thank Thee for the heart of love. 


p When in the misty dark we stand 
And strain our aching eyes to see ; 
When without help from other hand 
We lift our weary arms to Thee: 
m Then \et us feel our firmest stay— 
Thy love that cannot pass away. 


Where’er we go, despite our fear, 
Still may we know, beneath our doubt, 
The sense that Thou art ever near, 
Thy loving Presence round about : 
No more we wander in despair, 
The eternal heart of Love is there. 


p Take Thou away our pride’s false strife, 
And where Thou willest let us go; 
The current of our little life, 
Apart from Thine, where should it flow ? 
m Fill Thou our hearts, that we may see 
In every man some trace of Thee. 
T. E. Harvey. 


169 Confession. 
Ferndale. 8.7.8.7. H.J. EH. Holmes. 


p Lorp, Thy mercy now entreating, 

Low before Thy throne we fall ; 
Our misdeeds to Thee confessing, 
On Thy name we humbly call. 


Sinful thoughts and words unloving 
Rise against us one by one; 

Acts unworthy, deeds unthinking, 
Good that we have left undone ; 


Hearts that far from Thee were straying, 
While in prayer we bowed the knee ; 
Lips that echoed empty praises, 
While the soul turned not to Thee; 


Precious moments idly wasted, 
Precious hours in folly spent ; 
Christian vow and fight unheeded ; 

Scarce a thought to wisdom lent. 


Lord, Thy mercy still entreating, 
We with shame our sins would own; 
m From henceforth, the time redeeming, 
May we live to Thee alone. 


Heavenly Father, bless Thy children ; 
Hearken from Thy Throne on high ; 
Loving Saviour, Holy Spirit, 
Hear and heed our humble cry. 


A.N. (3rd v. altd.) 


170 The Wandering Sheep. 
Leominster. S$.M.D. G. W. Martin. 


p I was a wandering sheep, 
I did not love the fold ; 
I did not love my Shepherd’s voice, 
I would not be controlled : 


I was a wayward child, 
I did not love my home, 

I did not love my Father’s voice, 
[ loved afar to roam. 


m The Shepherd sought His sheep, 

The Father sought His child ; 
They followed me o’er vale and hill, 

O’er deserts waste and wild : 

p They found me nigh to death, 
Famished, and faint, and lone ; 

m They bound me with-the bands of love, 
They saved the wandering one. 


Jesus my Shepherd is, 
*Twas He that loved my soul ; 

’*Twas He that washed me in His blood, 
*Twas He that made me whole ; 
*Twas He that sought the lost, 

That found the wandering sheep ; 

*Twas He that brought me to the fold, 
*Tis He that doth me keep. 


:p I was a wandering sheep, 
I would not be controlled ; 
m But now I love my Shepherd’s voice, 
I love, I love the fold. 
Pp I was a wayward child, 
I once preferred to roam ; 
m But now I love my Father’s voice, 
I love, I love His home. 
H. Bonar. 


171 Father of All. 
Via Pacis. 6.6.6.6.8.8. Sir Joseph Barnby. 


Dr. Julian, Vicar of Topcliffe and Canon of York, is 
the greatest living English authority on Hymnology. 
His Dictionary, which “sets forth the origin and 
history of Christian Hymns of all ages and nations,’’ 
is a Monumental work. 


p FATHER of all, to Thee 
With loving hearts we pray, 
Through Him, in mercy given, 
The Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
m From Heav’n, Thy Throne, in mercy shed 
Thy blessings on each bended head. 


p Father of all, to Thee 
Our contrite hearts we raise, 
Unstrung by sin and pain, 
Long voiceless in Thy praise ; 
Breathe Thou the silent chords along, 
m Until they tremble into song. 


p Father of all, to Thee 
We breathe unutter’d fears, 
Deep-hidden in our souls, 
That have no voice but tears ; 
m Take Thou our hand, and through the 
wild 
Lead gently on each trustful child. 


} Father of all, may we 
In praise our tongues employ, 
When gladness fills the soul 
With deep and hallow’d joy ; 
m In storm and calm give us to see 
The path of peace which leads to Thee. 


J. Julian. 


Lig Purity. 
In Memoriam. 8.8.8.4. F.C. Maker. 


Walter C. Smith, D.D. (1824-1908), a native of 
Aberdeen, was for some time minister of the Free 
High Church at Edinburgh. His Sunday afternoon 
Bible-class was attended by many distinguished men, 
including J. M. Barrie. His poetry, though not 
well-known outside his native country, is of such 
exceptional merit and strength that he is sure of an 
ever-widening audience. 


m ONE thing I of the Lord desire— 
For all my way hath miry been— 
Be it by water or by fire, 
p O make me clean! 


m If clearer vision Thou impart, 
f Grateful and glad my soul shall be; 
m But yet to have a purer heart 
Is more to me. 


Yea, only as the heart is clean 
May larger vision yet be mine, 

For mirrored in its depth are seen 
The things divine, 


T watch to shun the miry way, 
And stanch the spring of guilty thought ; 
p But, watch and wrestle as I may, 
Pure I am not. 


So wash Thou me, without, within; 
Or purge with fire, if that must be ; 
m No matter how, if only sin 
Die out in me. 
Walter C. Smith. 


173 The Childlike Heart. 
Heathlands. 1 ehelekoede H. Smart. 


p Quiet, Lord, my froward heart ; 
Make me teachable and mild, 
Upright, simple, free from art ; 
Make me as a little child : 
m From distrust and envy free, 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 


What Thou shalt to-day provide, 
Let me as a child receive ; 
What to-morrow may betide, 
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave ; 
*Tis enough that Thou wilt care: 
Why should I the burden bear ? 


p Asa little child relies 
On a care beyond his own, 
Knows he’s neither strong nor wise, 
Fears to stir a step alone: 
m Let me thus with Thee abide, 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 
J. Newton. 


174 Newness of Heart. 

Dundee. C.M. Scottish Psalter, 1615. 
The oldest known version of this tune (sometimes 

called ‘‘ French”), appeared in the 1615 edition of the 

Scottish Psalter. 


m O For a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free, 


A heart that’s sprinkled with the blood 
So freely shed for me. 


p A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 
My great Redeemer’s throne, 

m Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone : 


p A humble, lowly, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean, 

m Which neither life nor death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 


A heart in every thought renewed, 
And full of love divine ; 

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good ; 
A copy, Lord, of Thine. 


Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart ; 
Come quickly from above : 
} Write Thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, best name of Love. 


C. Wesley. 


175 O for a Thousand Tongues. 


Winchester Old. Este’s Psalter, 1592. 
Nativity. C.M. T. Jarman. 


This hymn, so dear to Methodism, was prob- 
ably written to celebrate the first anniversary of 
Charles Wesley’s conversion. It is said to have 
been suggested to the poet by a remark Peter Bohler 
made to him about confessing Christ, ‘‘ Had I a thou- 
sand tongues, I would praise Him with them all.” 
It is interesting torecall the fact that Wesley actually 
wrote some thousands of hymns after this one. 

The tune ** Winchester Old,” first published towards 
the end of the sixteenth century, lay buried in Este’s 
Psalter for many generations, until in 1861 Dr. Monk 
gave it the publicity it deserves by inserting it in 
“Hymns Ancient and Modern.” 


j O For a thousand tongues to sing 
My great Redeemer’s praise ; 
The glories of my God and King 
The triumphs of His grace ! 


My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, 

To spread thro’ all the earth abroad 
The honours of Thy name. 


m Jesus! the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
*Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 
’Tis life, and health, and peace. 


} He breaks the power of cancelled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean, 
His blood avails for me. 


p See all your sins on Jesus laid : 
The Lamb of God was slain, 

m His soul was once an offering made 
For every soul of man. 


C. Wesley. 


176 ~—s All _ Hail the Power. 


Diadem. J. Ellor. 
Miles’ Lane. C.M. W. Shrubsole. 


Edward Perronet (1726-1792) was an active but 
somewhat rebellious follower of the Wesleys, and the 
son of one of John Wesley’s most confidential friends. 
This hymn has been described as “‘ The English Te 
Deum.” It has been much altered, the second and 
fourth verses being the only ones here given exactly as 
they were written. 

Both tunes have an interesting history. ‘‘ Diadem” 
was composed in 1838 by a young Lancashire hat- 
maker, who was the leader of a village choir. He 
first showed it to his fellow-workmen, saying “ It’s out 
o’ my own yed, lads, and we'll have it next anniversary.” 
It soon became a favourite all round the country-side. 

Shrubsole, who composed ‘‘ Miles’ Lane,” was dis- 
missed from his post as organist of Bangor Cathedral 
for attending the Methodist ‘‘conventicle”’ there, at 
which Perronet was the preacher. 


f Aut hail the power of Jesu’s name, 
Let angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring forth the royal diadem 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


m Crown Him, ye martyrs of your God, 
Who from His altar call; 
Extol the Stem-of-Jesse’s Rod 
} And crown Him Lord of all. 


m Ye saints redeemed of Adam’s race, 
Ye ransomed of the fall, 
} \Yail Him who saves you by His grace, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


p Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall, 

{ Go spread your trophies at His feet, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


m O that with yonder sacred throng 
We at His feet may fall, 
Join in the everlasting song, 
/ And crown Him Lord of all. 


E. Perronet. 


177 Praise Him. 


Praise, give Praise. C. G. Allen. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


f PraisE Him! praise Him! Jesus, our 
blesséd Redeemer ! 
Sing, O earth—His wonderful love 
proclaim ! 
Hail Him ! hail Him ! highest archangels 
in glory 
Strength and honour give to His holy 
name ! 
m Like a shepherd, Jesus will guard His 
children, 
In His arms He carries them all day 
long ; 
{ Praise Him! praise Him! tell of 
His excellent greatness ; 
Praise Him! praise Him ever in 
joyful song! 


m Praise Him! praise Him! Jesus, our 
blesséd Redeemer ! 

p For our sins He suffered, and bled, and 
died ; 


m He, our Rock, our hope of eternal sal- 

vation, 
Hail Him! hail Him! Jesus, the 

Crucified ! 

f Sound His praises—(p) Jesus who bore 
our sorrows, 

m Love unbounded, wonderful, deep, and 
strong. 


/ Praise Him! praise Him! Jesus, our 
blesséd Redeemer ! 
Heavenly portals, loud with hosannas 
ring ! 
Jesus, Saviour, reigneth for ever and ever : 
Crown Him! crown Him! Prophet, 
and Priest, and King ! 
Christ is coming, over the world victorious, 
Power and glory unto the Lord belong. 


Fanny J. Crosby. 


178 Crown Him with many Crowns. 
Diademata. S.M.D. Sir George J. Elvey. 


{ Crown Him with many crowns, 

The Lamb upon His throne ; 

Hark! how the heavenly anthem drowns 
All music but its own: 

Awake, my soul, and sing 
Of Him who died for thee, 

And hail Him as thy chosen King 
Through all eternity. 


Crown Him the Son of God 
Before the worlds began, 
m And ye, who tread where He hath trod, 
Crown Him the Son of Man; 
p Who every grief hath known 
That wrings the human breast, 
m And takes and bears them for His own, 
That all in Him may rest. 


f{ Crown Him the Lord of Life, 
Who triumphed o’er the grave, 
And rose victorious in the strife 
For those He came to save; 


His glories now we sing 
Who died, and rose on hign, 
Who died, eternal life to bring,— 
And lives, that death may die. 


Crown Him the Lord of heaven, 
Enthroned in worlds above, 
m Crown Him, the King, to whom is given 
p The wondrous name of Love. 
m Crown Him with many crowns 
As thrones before Him fall, 
/ Crown Him, ye kings, with many crowns, 
For He is King of all. 


M. Bridges and G. Thring. 


179 The Guiding Star. 
Diz. WTA. CG. Kocher. 


William Chatterton Dix (1837-1898) was the son 
of a Bristol surgeon, who wrote a biography of Chatter- 
ton. Most of his hymns were written during illness, 
and many of them for use at St. Raphael’s Church, 
Bristol. 

This one was written on a Sunday morning 
during an illness which kept the author away from 
early Communion. He was only eighteen years of 
age at the time. 


m As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold, 
As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bright : 
So, most gracious Lord, may we 
Evermore be led to Thee. 


As with joyful steps they sped, 
Saviour, to Thy lowly bed, 
p There to bend the knee before 
Thee whom heaven and earth adore: 
m So may we with willing feet 
Ever seek the mercy-seat. 


As they offered gifts most rare 
At Thy cradle rude and bare ; 
So may we with holy joy, 

Pure, and free from sin’s alloy, 


All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to Thee, our heavenly King. 


p Holy Jesus, every day 

Keep us in the narrow way ; 

And, when earthly things are past, 
m Bring our ransomed souls at last 

Where they need no star to guide, 
/ Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 


W. C. Dix. 


180 The Angels’ Song. 


Noiél. C.M.D. Harmonised by 


E. Hopkins. 


FE. H. Sears (1810-1876), an American Unitarian 


minister, was proud to claim descent from the Pilgrim 


Fathers. 


Duncan Campbell says of this hymn :— 


‘* There is a wistfulness, a consciousness of need and 
unrest, a Hamlet-sense that the world is out of joint, 


in certain of its verses. 


But the singer has no doubt 


as to the final issue.” 


/ 


nL 


It came upon the midnight clear, 
That glorious song of old, 
From angels bending near the earth, 
To touch their harps of gold: 
“ Peace on the earth, good will to men” 
From heaven’s all-gracious King ; 
The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear the angels sing. 


Still through the cloven skies they come, 
With peaceful wings unfurled, 

And still their heavenly music floats 
O’er all the weary world ; 

Above its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on heavenly wing, 

And ever o’er its Babel-sounds 
The blesséd angels sing. 


p Yet with the woes of sin and strife 


The world has suffered long ; 
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong ; 


And man, at war with man, hears not 
The love-song which they bring: 

O hush the noise, ye men of strife, 
And hear the angels sing ! 


And ye, beneath life’s crushing load 
Whose forms are bending low, 

Who toil along the climbing way, 
With painful steps and slow,— 

m Look now ! for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing: 

O rest beside the weary road 
And hear the angels sing! 


f Forlo! the days are hastening on, 

By prophet-bards foretold, 

When with the ever-circling years 
Comes round the age of gold: 

When peace shall over all the earth 
Its ancignt splendours fling, 

And the whole world send back the song 
Which now the angels sing. 

E. H. Sears. 


181 The Bright and Morning 
Star. 


EBpiphany. E. J. Hopkins. 
11.10.11.10. Dactyllic. 


This hymn for Epiphany was written by Heber 
as he walked along the elm-avenue at his rectory, 
and was first set to the tune of the Scotch song 
“ Wandering Willie.” 


m BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the 
morning ! 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us 
thine aid ; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is 
laid. 


p Cold on His cradle the dewdrops are shin- 
ing, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the 
stall ; 


m Angels adore Him in slumber reclining, 
j Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 


m Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom and off’rings divine, 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the 
ocean ? 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the 
mine ? 


p Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 
Vainly with gifts would His favour 
secure : 
m Richer by far is the heart’s adoration ; 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the 
poor. 


/ Brightest and best of thg sons of the 
morning ! 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us 
thine aid : 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 


R. Heber. 
182 Bethlehem. 
Bethlehem Ephratah. Sir Joseph Barnby. 
8.6.8.6.7.6.8.6. 


Phillips Brooks (1835-1893), an eloquent preacher 
and a saintly man, was a native of Boston, U.S.A., 
and became Bishop of Massachusetts. The hymn 
was written in recollection of a Christmas the author 
had spent at Bethlehem. 

Sir Joseph Barnby. who composed the tune. when 
a lad was a chorister at York Minster. He was the 
first Principal of the Guildhall School of Music, and 
aig much to raise the standard of hymn-singing in 
England. 


p O LITTLE town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie ! 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 
The silent stars go by ; 


m  Yetin thy dark streets shineth 
The everlasting Light ; 
The hopes and fears of all the years 
Are met in thee to-night ! 


For Christ is born of Mary ; 
And gathered all above, 

While mortals sleep, the angels keep 
Their watch of wond’ring love. 

f Omorning stars ! together 

Proclaim the holy birth, 

And praises sing to God the King, 
And peace to men on earth. 


m Tow silently, how silently, 

The wondrous gift is given ! 
So God imparts to human hearts 

The blessings of His heaven. 

p No ear may hear His coming ; 
But in this world of sin, 

m Where meek souls will receive Him, still 
The dear Christ enters in. 


p O holy Child of Bethlehem ! 

Descend to us, we pray ; 
m Cast out our sin and enter in, 

Be born in us to-day. 

f We hear the Christmas angels 
The great glad tidings tell ; 

O come to us, abide with us, 

Our Lord Emmanuel ! 


Phillips Brooks. 


183 The Joyful Rhyme of St. 
Bernard. (I). 


St. Agnes. C.M. J. B. Dykes. 


Bernard of Clairvaux (1091-1153) by his wisdom 
gained European fame, and reformers, ecclesiastics, 
soldiers and statesmen flocked to his quiet monastery 
to seek his counsel, whilst from his cell he addressed 
admonitions to kings and popes. With his wonderful 
eloquence he inspired the Second Crusade, and its 


failure left him a broken man. Archbishop Trench 
says, “‘ There have been other men, Augustine and 
Luther for instance, who by their words and writings 
have ploughed deeper and more lasting furrows in the 
great field of the Church, but probably no man during 
his life-time ever exercised a personal influence in 
Christendom equal to his.” He lives for us to-day in 
his beautiful hymn, the original of which consists of 
about fifty verses. 

Edward Caswall, the translator, was one of the group 


of English clergymen who followed Newman into the 
Roman Church. 


m JESUS, the very thought of Thee 

With sweetness fills my breast ; 

But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 


f Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor, can the memory find, 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest name, 
O Saviour of mankind ! 


O hope of every contrite heart, 
O joy of all the meek, 

To those who fall, how kind Thou art ! 
How good to those who seek ! 


p But what to those who find ? ah! this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show: 

m The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but His loved ones know. 


f Jesus, our only joy be Thou, 
As Thou our prize wilt be; 
Jesus, be Thou our glory now, 
And through eternity. 
Bernard of Clairvauz, 
tr, E. Caswall. 


184 The Joyful Rhyme of St. 
Bernard. (II). 


Waveney. C.M. R. Redhead. 


m O Jesus, King most wonderful, 

Thou Conqueror renowned ; 
p Thou sweetness most ineffable, 
m In whom all joys are found ; 


When once Thou visitest the heart. 
Then truth begins to shine ; 
Then earthly vanities depart, 
Then kindles love divine. 


j Jesus! Thy mercies are untold, 
Through each returning day ; 
Thy love exceeds a thousand-fold 
Whatever we can say. 


p May every heart confess Thy name, 
And ever Thee adore ; 

m And, seeking Thee, itself inflame 
To seek Thee more and more. 


/ Thee may our tongues for ever bless ; 
Thee may we love alone : 
And ever in our lives express 
The image of thine own. 


m Grant us, while here on earth we stay, 
Thy love to feel and know ; 
And when from hence we pass away, 
To us Thy glory show. 
Bernard of Clairvauz ; 
tr. E. Caswall. 


185 The Joyful Rhyme of St. 
Bernard. (III). 


St. Luke. L.M. Anen. 


This is Dr. Ray Palmer’s (1808-1887) translation 
oi Bernard’s ‘‘ Rosy Hymn.” Mr. Garrett Horder 
says that Dr. Palmer is the most widely known and 
deeply loved of American hymn-writers. Like Caswall 
and Neale, he has done much to familiarise us with 
the treasures of Latin hymnology. 


m Jesus, Thou Joy of loving hearts, 
Thou Fount of life, Thou Light of men, 
From the best bliss that earth imparts 
We turn unfilled to Thee again. 


{ Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood ; 

Thou savest those that on Thee call; 

To them that seek Thee Thou art good, 
To them that find Thee, all in all. 


m We taste Thee, O Thou living Bread, 
And long to feast upon Thee still ; 
We drink of Thee, the Fountain-head, 
And thirst our souls from Thee to fill. 


p Our restless spirits yearn for Thee, 
Where’er our changeful lot is cast ; 

m Glad, when Thy gracious smile we see, 
Blest, when our faith can hold Thee fast. 


O Jesus, ever with us stay ; 
Make all our moments calm and bright ; 
f Chase the dark night of sin away ; 
Shed o’er the world Thy holy light. 
Bernard of Clairvauz ; 
tr. Ray Palmer. 


186 The Child Jesus. 
Irby. 8.7.8.7.7.7.  H. J. Gauntlett. 


m ONCE in royal David’s city 
Stood a lowly cattle shed, 
Where a mother laid her baby, 
In a manger for His bed. 
Mary was that mother mild, 
Jesus Christ her little child. 


He came down to earth from heaven, 
Who is God and Lord of all, 
p And His shelter was a stable, 
And His cradle was a stall, 
With the poor, and mean, and lowly, 
Lived on earth our Saviour holy. 


m And through all His wondrous childhood, 
He would honour and obey, 
Love and watch the lowly mother 
In whose gentle arms He lay. 
Christian children all must be 
Mild, obedient, good as He. 


For He is our childhood’s pattern, 
Day by day like us He grew ; 
y He was little, weak, and helpless, 
Tears and smiles like us He knew. 
And He feeleth for our sadness, 
m And He shareth in our gladness, 


j And our eyes at last shall see Him, 
Through His own redeeming love, 
m For that child so dear and gentle 
Is our Lord in heaven above ; 
And He leads His children on 
To the place where He has gone. 


{ Not in that poor lowly stable, 
With the oxen standing by, 
We shall see Him, but in heaven, 
Set at God’s right hand on high ; 
When like stars His children crowned, 
All in white shall wait around. 


CG. Frances Alexander. 


187 The Name of Jesus. 
St. Peter. C.M. A. R. Reinagle. 


The Olney Hymns, issued in 1789, which first made 
Cowper known to the world, were published “as a 
monument to perpetuate the remembrance of an 
intimate and esteemed friendship” between Cowper 
and Newton. This is Newton’s best known hymn, 
and, as Telford says, it embodies his experience of 
the abounding grace and love of the Saviour. 

The tune is from the pen of A. R. Reinagle, whose 
father was a friend of Haydn. 


m How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 


It makes the wounded spirit whole 
And calms the troubled breast : 

*Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 


{ Dear name! the rock on which I build, 
My shield and hiding-place, 
My never-failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 


m Jesus, my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King, 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 


2 Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought ; 

m But when I see Thee as Thou art, 
I'll praise Thee as I ought : 


/ Till then, I would Thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath ; 

m And may the music of Thy name 
Refresh my soul in death! 


J. Newton. 


188 The King of Love. 


Dominus Regit Me. J. B. Dykes. 
8.7.8.7. Iambic. 


Sir H. W. Baker (1821-1877) was one of the editors 
of ‘Hymns Ancient and Modern,” a task which 
involved him in arduous labours extending over a 
period of fifteen years. He contributed several 
hymns of his own composition, amongst them being 
this paraphrase of the Twenty-third Psalm. 

When on his death-bed, he was heard to whisper 
the words of the third verse. 


m THE King of love my Shepherd is, 
Whose goodness faileth never ; 
I nothing lack if I am His 
And He is mine for ever. 


Where streams of living water flow 
My ransomed soul He leadeth, 

And where the verdant pastures grow 
With food celestial feedeth. 


p Perverse and foolish oft I strayed 
m But yet in love He sought me, 
And on His shoulder gently laid, 
f And home rejoicing brought me. 


m In death’s dark vale I fear no ill 
With Thee, dear Lord, beside me ; 
Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
p Thy cross before to guide me. 


m Thou spread’st a table in my sight ; 
Thy unction grace bestoweth : 
j And O what transport of delight 
From Thy pure chalice floweth ! 


m And so through all the length of days 
Thy goodness faileth never ; 
/ Good Shepherd, may I sing Thy praise 
Within Thy house for ever. 
Sir H. W. Baker. 


189 Our Master. (I). 
St. Hugh. C.M. E. J. Hopkins. 


On September 30th, 1866, Whittier (1807-1892) 
sent his poem “* Our Master,” to his friend J. T. Fields, 
with a note in which he said, “‘ The poem presents 
my view of Christ as the special manifestation of the 
love of God to humanity.” At about the same time 
he wrote to “ The Friend” as follows :-— 

““My ground of hope for myself and for humanity 

is in that Divine fulness of love which is manifested 
in the life, teaching, and self-sacrifice of Christ - 
I regard Christianity as a life rather than a creed, and 
in judging of my fellow-men, I can use no other standard 
than that which our Lord and Master has given us 
* By their fruits ye shall know them.’ The only ortho- 
doxy that I am especially intcrested in is that of life 
and practice.” 


m O Lorp and Master of us all, 
Whate’er our name or sign, 
We own Thy sway, we hear Thy call, 
We test our lives by Thine. 


Our thoughts lie open to Thy sight ; 
p And naked to Thy glance, 
Our secret sins are in the light 
Of Thy pure countenance. 


Yet weak and blinded though we be, 
m Thou dost our service own ; 
We bring our varying gifts to Thee, 
And Thou rejectest none. 


To Thee our full humanity, 
Its joys and pains, belong: 

The wrong of man to man on Thee 
Inflicts a deeper wrong. 


To do Thy will is more than praise, 
As words are less than deeds ; 

And simple trust can find Thy ways, 
We miss with chart of creeds. 


Apart from Thee all gain is loss, 
All labour vainly done ; 
p The solemn shadow of Thy cross 
Is better than the sun. 


We faintly hear, we dimly see, 
In differing phrase we pray ; 
m But dim or clear, we own in Thee 
The Light, the Truth, the Way. 


J. G. Whittier. 


199 Our Master. (II). 
Albano. C.M. V. Novello. 


The tune is by Vincent Novello, the friend of Men- 
delssohn, and the founder of the famous Music 
Publishing House. 


m ImMMoRTAL Love, forever full, 
Forever flowing free, 
Forever shared, forever whole, 
A never-ebbing sea! 


Our outward lips confess the name 
All other names above ; 

Love only knoweth whence it came, 
And comprehendeth love. 


We may not climb the heavenly steeps 
To bring the Lord Christ down : 

In vain we search the lowest deeps, 
For Him no depths can drown. 


No fable old, nor mythic lore, 
Nor dream of bards and seers, 
No dead fact stranded on the shore 
Of the oblivious years ; 


But warm, sweet, tender, even yet 
A present help is He ; 

And faith has still its Olivet, 
And love its Galilee. 


p The healing of His seamless dress 
: Is by our beds of pain ; 
m We touch Him in life’s throng and press, 
And we are whole again. 


Our Friend, eur Brother, and our Lord, 
What may Thy service be ? 

Nor name, nor form, nor ritual word, 
But simply following Thee. 


J. G. Whittier. 


*191 The Faithful Comrade. 
Der Gute Kamerad. 7.6.10.10.6. F. Silcher. 


“ Der Gute Kamerad ”’ is a folk-song known through- 
out Germany, composed by F. Silcher in the early 
part of the eighteenth century. It is a simple little 
elegy on the death of a comrade in battle. The 
thought of Jesus as our Comrade is strengthened by 
remembering the etymology of the word ‘‘ Comrade ”’: 
it means the room-mate, and was first applied to 
Spanish soldiers who shared a common room. The 
hvcon ye written for the opening of an Adult School 
at York. 


f WE have a faithful comrade, 
A trusty friend is he ; 
p If care or pain o’ertake us on our way, 
m This friend is there to chase the gloom 
away 
i And help us faithfully. 


We have a faithful comrade, 
A certain guide is he ; 
m Though in our journey we have lost the 
light, 
f Our friend is near to guard us through the 
night, 
Wherever we may be. 


We have a faithful comrade, 
A noble heart has he ; 
p When mean and sordid thoughts oppress 
the soul 
m He still is near to point us to the goal 
f Of life, Eternity. 


We have a faithful comrade, 
A guardian brave is he ; 
m If cowardice our selfish hearts assail, 
/ This friend is near and ever will prevail, 
However weak we be. 


p Lord Jesus, faithful’ Comrade, 
We meet to learn of Thee ; 
nv O teach us, as before Thy face we stand, 
To love each other, labour hand in hand, 
/ And faithful comrades be. 


S. W. Meyer. 


192 Jesus, Lover of My Soul. 


Aberystwuth. J. Parry. 
Hollingside. 7.7.7.7.D. J. B. Dykes. 


This is perhaps the greatest of all Charles Wesley's 
hymns. lt is one of his carliest, having been pub- 
Jished, under the heading ‘‘ In temptation,’”” imme- 
diately after the founding of Methodism. Some 
editors, including Ellerton, have hesitated to publish 
it for general use, on the ground that the language is 
too intimate and endearing for congregational singing. 
Bishop Wordsworth thought it shocking that it 
should be used at a public service in Westminster 
Abbey: John Wesley, on the same_ grounds, 
withheld it from the regular Methodist Hymn-book, 
and Conference did not place it there until after his 
death. But its appeal is to the deepest longings 
of the human heart, and they sometimes demand a 
voice. 

Dr. Dykes’ sister says the tune “ Hollingside”’ was 
composed in the deepening twilight one calm Sunday 
evening, at their cottage about a mile out of Durham, 
where Dykes was a Minor Canon. 


m JESUS, Lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high ; 
p Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past ; 
m Safe into the haven guide ; 

O receive my soul at last! 


p Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me. 
m All my trust on Thee is stayed ; 
All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy wing. 


} Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 
More than all in Thee I find: 
m Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
Just and holy is Thy name, 
p I am all unrighteousness ; 
False, and full of sin I am, 
m Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 
Make me, keep me pure within. 
} Thou of life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee: 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. 
C. Wesley. 


193 Love Divine. 
Beecher. 8.7.8.7.D. J. Zundel. 


In this hymn Wesley emphasizes his pronounced 
views on Entire Sanctification, and most modern 
hymnals omit the second verse (which is not included 
here), with its prayer to ‘‘take away the power 
of sinning.” But the love element, which, as Henry 
Ward Beecher reminds us, is unsurpassed in any other 
writer, is strong in these verses. 


m Love divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of heaven, to earth come down ; 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling, 
All Thy faithful mercies crown. 
p Jesus, Thou art all compassion, 
m Pure, unbounded love Thou art: 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
Enter every longing heart. 


Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all Thy grace receive ; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more Thy temples leave. 
} Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve Thee as Thy hosts above, 
Pray, and praise Thee, without ceasing ; 
Glory in Thy perfect love. 


m Finish, then, Thy new creation ; 

Pure and spotless let us be : 

Let us see Thy great salvation 
Perfectly restored in Thee : 

Changed from glory into glory, 

{Till in heaven we take our place, 

Till we cast our crowns before Thee : 

Lost in wonder, Jove, and praise ! 


C. Wesley. 


194 Lovest Thou Me? 
St. Bees. Wedeiee J. B. Dykes. 


In Cowper’s hymns we see what Palgrave des- 
cribes as “* the poetry of the full-charged heart finding 
vent and relief in noble strains which find an echo 
in every devout heart.” Every line of this hymn 
reveals the tender heart of the poet. Mr. Gladstone 
described it as a perfect hymn, and he translated it 
into Italian. 

m Hark, my soul! it is the Lord ; 
Tis thy Saviour, hear His word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee— 

p Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou Me ? 


m I delivered thee when bound, 
And, when bleeding, healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right ; 
Turned thy darkness into light. 


p Can a woman’s tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare ? 
Yes, she may forgetful be, 

m Yet will I remember thee. 


j Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above, 
Deeper than the depths beneath, 
Free and faithful, strong as death. 


Thou shalt see My glory soon, 

When the work of grace is done ; 

Partner of My throne shalt be ;— 
p Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou Me ? 


Lord, it is my chief complaint 

That my love is weak and faint ; 
m Yet, I love Thee and adore; 

O for grace to love Thee more ! 


W. Cowper. 


195 The Lord of Love. 
Rockleaze. Telco teas F.. C. Maker. 


Stopford A. Brooke (1832- ), after holding a 
Royal Chaplaincy, seceded from the Church of England, 
and became minister of Bedford Chapel, Bloomsbury. 
He is widely known for his literary work, and parti- 
cularly for his books on the English poets. This 
hymn was included in a collection he compiled for 
the use of his congregation. 

¥. C. Maker, the composer, when a lad was a chorister 
at Bristol Cathedral. He is now (1908) organist at 
Redland Park Church in that city. His musical work 
attracted the notice of the compilers of ‘‘ The Bristol 
Tune Book,” for whom he wrote a number of tunes of 
“ Peculiar Metre.” He has contributed several original 
tunes to this book. 

m WHEN the Lord of Love was here 
Happy hearts to Him were dear, 

p Though His heart was sad ; 
Worn and lonely for our sake, 

m Yet He turned aside to make 


All the weary glad. 


p Meek and lowly were His ways, 
From His loving grew His praise, 
From His giving, prayer : 
m All the outcasts thronged to hear, 
- All the sorrowful drew near 
To enjoy His care. 


When He walked the fields, He drew 
From the flowers, and birds, and dew, 
Parables of God ; 
For within His heart of love 
All the soul of Man did move, 
God had His abode. 


p Fill us with Thy deep desire 
All the sinful to inspire 
With the Father’s life: 
m Free us from the cares that press 
On the heart of worldliness, 
From the fret and strife. 


Lord, be ours Thy power to keep 
In the very heart of grief, 
And in trial, love; 
In our meekness to be wise, 
And through sorrow to arise 
To our God above. 


Stopford A. Brooke. 


196 I’ve Found a Friend. 


Constance. Sir Arthur Sullivan 
8.7.8.7.D. Iambice. 


f Ive found a Friend ; O such a Friend ! 

He loved me ere I knew Him ; 

He drew me with the cords of love, 
And thus He bound me to Him. 

And round my heart still closely twine 
Those ties which nought can sever, 

For I am His and He is mine, 
For ever and for ever. 


I’ve found a Friend ; O such a Friend ! 
p He bled, He died to save me ; 
m And not alone the gift of life, 
But His own self He gave me. 
Nought that I have my own I call, 
T hold it for the Giver : 
My heart, my strength, my life, my all, 
Are His, and His for ever. 


~ 


I’ve found a Friend ; O such a Friend ! 
All power to Him is given 

To guard me on my onward course 
And bring me safe to heaven. 

Th’ eternal glories gleam afar 
To nerve my faint endeavour ; 

So now to watch, to work, to war, 

m And then to rest for ever. 


f Ive found a Friend ; O such a Friend, 

So kind, and true, and tender ; 

So wise a Counsellor and Guide, 
So mighty a Defender ! 

From Him who loves me now so well 
What power my soul shall sever ? 

Shall life or death ? shall earth or hell ? 
No! I am His for ever. 

J. G. Small, 


197 The Friendship of Jesus. 


There's not a friend. G. C. Hugg. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


/ THERE’s not a friend like the lowly Jesus, 
No, not one! no, not one! 

None else could heal all our souls’ diseases, 
No, not one! no, not one! 


p Jesus knows all about our struggles, 
m He will guide till the day is done ; 
} There’s not a friend like the lowly 
Jesus, 
No, not one! no, not one! 


m No friend like Him is so high and holy, 
No, not one! no, not one! 

And yet no friend is so meek and lowly, 
No, not one! no, not one ! 


m There’s not an hour that He is not near us, 
No, not one! no, not one! 

p No night so dark but His love can cheer us, 
No, not one! no, not one! 


p There’s not a soul finds this Friend forsake 
him, 
No, not one! no, not one! 
No sinner finds that He will not take him, 
No, not one! no, not one! 
J. Oatman (ith v. alid.) 


198 The Friend of Sinners. 
Gounod. SHiRSala date C. Gounod. 


m One there is above all others 
Well deserves the name of Friend : 
His is love beyond a brother’s, 
Costly, free, and knows no end : 
ft They who once His kindness prove 
Find it everlasting love. 


m Which of all our friends to save us 
Could or would have shed his blood ? 
But the Saviour died to have us 
Reconciled in Him to God: 
f This was boundless love indeed ! 
Jesus is a Friend in need. 


p When He lived on earth abaséd, 
“Friend of sinners” was His name; 
m Now above all glory raiséd, 
He rejoices in the same: 
Still He calls us brethren, friends, 
And to all our wants attends 


p O for grace our hearts to soften ! 
Teach us, Lord, at length to love : 
We, alas! forget too often 
What a Friend we have above ; 
m But when home our souls are brought, 
f We will love Thee as we ought. 


J. Newton. 


199 Rest of the Weary. 
Theodora. 9.9:9.9; A. Legge. 


m Rest of the weary, joy of the sad, 
Hope of the dreary, light of the glad ; 
Home of the stranger, strength to the end, 
Refuge from danger, Saviour and Friend ! 


p Pillow where lying, love rests its head ; 
Peace of the dying, life of the dead. 

m Path of the lowly, prize at the end, 
Breath of the holy, Saviour and Friend ! 


p When my feet stumble, to Thee I'll ery ; 
Crown of the humble, eross of the high. 
When my steps wander, over me bend, 

m Truer and fonder, Saviour and Friend ! 


} Ever confessing Thee, I will raise 
Unto Thee blessing, glory, and praise. 
All my endeavour, world without end, 
Thine to be ever, Saviour and Friend ! 


J. S. B. Monsell. 


200 The Old, Old Story. 


Tell me the Old, Old Story. W. H. Doane. 
7.6.7.6.D. and Chorus. 


Miss Hankey wrote this hymn in verses of four 
lines, and it was contrary to her wish that it was set 
to an eight line tune. It will be found that each verse 
of four lines contains an independent train of thought, 
The original poem is entitled ‘“‘ The Story of Jesus,” 
and contains fifty-five verses. Part I., from which 
the hymn is taken, is entitled ‘“‘ The Story Wanted ” 
and Part II. ‘* The Story Told.” 


m TELL me the old, old story 
Of unseen things above, 


Of Jesus and His glory, 
Of Jesus and His love. 

Tell me the story simply, 
As to a little child, 

For I am weak and weary, 
And helpless and defiled. 


m Tell me the old, old story, 
Of Jesus and His love. 


m Tell me the story slowly, 
That I may take it in— 
That wonderful redemption, 
God’s remedy for sin. 
Tell me the story often, 
For I forget so soon ; 
The early dew of morning 
Has passed away at noon. 


p Tell me the story softly, 
With earnest tones and grave ; 
Remember! I’m the sinner 
Whom Jesus came to save. 
m Tell me the story always, 
If you would really be 
In any time of trouble 
A comforter to me. 


m Tell me the same old story 

When you have cause to fear 
That this world’s empty glory 

Is costing me too dear. 

p Yes, and when that world’s glory 
Shall dawn upon my soul, 

m Tell me the old, old story : 

ft Christ Jesus makes thee whole. 


Katherine Hankey. 


201 Jesus, Saviour, Pilot Me. 


Jesus, Saviour, Pilot me. J. E. Gould. 
Tolsticlietote 
It is an interesting fact that this hymn was first 


printed in a sailors’ magazine, and was written by the 
pastor of the ‘‘ Church of Sea and Land,’”’ New York 


The figure of speech upon which it is based, and which 
has been familiarised to the world by Tennyson in his 
“Crossing the Bar,” is actually to be found in the 
earliest known Christian Hymn (the “ Bridle of Steeds 
Untamed ” dating probably from the third century) 
where the Saviour is spoken of as the 


“‘ Helm of the ships that keep 
Their pathway o’er the deep.” 


m JEsuS, Saviour, pilot me 
Over life’s tempestuous sea ; 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rock and treach’rous shoal ; 
Chart and compass come from Theo; 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 


p As a mother stills her child, 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild ; 
Boist’rous waves obey Thy will 
When Thou say’st to them, “Be still !” 
m Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me! 


p When at last I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
*Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning on Thy breast, 
May I hear Thee say to me, 

m “Fear not—I will pilot thee.” 


£. Hopper. 


202 Strong Son of God. 
Rivaulz. L.M. J. B. Dykes. 


Tennyson (1809-1892) wrote ‘‘In Memoriam” as 
a tribute to Arthur Hallam, the friend of his youth. 
Hallam died suddenly at Vienna in his twenty-third 
year, just on the eve of his proposed marriage to the 
young poet’s sister. Seventeen years later “In 
Memoriam ”’ was published. Tennyson tells us that 
itenshrines “his conviction that fear, doubts and 
suffering will find answer and relief only through faith 
in a God of love.” Our verses are taken from the 
Introduction. x 


m StrRonG Son of God, immortal Love, 
Whom we, that have not seen Thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 
Believing where we cannot prove ; 


Thou wilt not leave us in the dust : 
Thou madest man, he knows not why: 
He thinks he was not made to die ; 
And Thou hast made him: Thou art just. 


Thou seemest human and divine, 
The highest, holiest manhood, Thou: 
Our wills are ours, we know not how ; 
Our wills are ours, to make them Thine. 


p Our little systems have their day ; 
They have their day and cease to be: 
They are but broken lights of Thee, 

m And Thou, O Lord, art more than they. 


We have but faith, we cannot know ; 
For knowledge is of things we see ; 
f And yet we trust it comes from Thee, 
A beam in darkness: let it grow. 


m Let knowledge grow from more to more, 
p But more of reverence in us dwell ; 

m That mind and soul, according well, 
} May make one music as before. 


Tennyson. 


203 The Love of Christ. 
Ariavia. 10.10.10.6. #. J. Hopkins. 


Jean Ingelow (1820-1897) was for thirty years 
an intimate friend of Ruskin, who spoke of her as 
one of the few he loved. Tennyson was attracted 
by her poetry some years before it became known 
to the public, and once laughingly said to her, 
“T declare you do the trick better than I do.” The 
following lines are taken from a long poem, entitled 
“* Honours,”” which depicts a scholar musing on his 
want of success. The future is dark before him: 
he is unable to accept the beliefs of his fathers, and he 
finds it well nigh impossible to explain life’s mysteries. 
Is there a God, or are we orphaned and cast adrift 
on unknown seas? He finds the answer in the Incar- 
Nation; and, filled with newborn hope, he offers up 
this prayer. 


m Anp didst Thou love the race that loved 
not Thee ? 
And didst Thou take to heaven a humar 
brow ? 
Dost plead with man’s voice by the mar 
vellous sea ? 
Art Thou his kinsman now ?% 


p O God, O Kinsman loved, but not enough ! 
O Man, with eyes majestic after death, 
Whose feet have toiled along our as 
rough, 
Whose lips drawn human breath ! 


By that one likeness which is ours and 
Thine, 
By that one nature which doth hold us 
kin, 
By that high heaven where, sinless, Thou 
dost shine, 
To draw us sinners in ; 


By Thy last silence in the judgment hall, 
By long foreknowledge of the deadly tree, 

By darkness, by the wormwood and the gall, 
I pray Thee visit me. 


Come, lest this heart should, cold and cast 
away, 
Die e’er the Guest adored she entertain— 
Lest eyes that neversaw Thine earthly day 
Should miss Thy heavenly reign. 


Jean Ingelow. 


204 Wrestling Jacob. 
Peniel. 8.8.8.8.8.8. J. Booth. 


Mr. Telford says ‘‘ A fortnight after his brother's 
death, John Wesley was at Bolton. He gave out 
the hymn ‘ Come, O Thou Traveller unknown.” When 
he reached the third line, the sense of his recent loss 
quite overpowered him: he burst into tears, and sat 
down in the pulpit, covering his face with his hands. 
The congregation joined in the mourning, so that 
the singing ceased. Wesley soon recovered himself 
and was able to go on with the sermon, but no one 
who was present could forget that memorable scene.” 

The lyric is founded on Genesis xxxii. 24-31. It 
was a theme on which Charles Wesley often preached. 


m Come, O Thou Traveller unknown, 
Whom still I hold, but cannot see! 
My company before is gone, 
And I am left alone with Thee ; 
With Thee all night I mean to stay, 
And wrestle till the break of day. 


p I need not tell Thee who I am, 
My misery and sin declare ; 
m Thyself hast called me by my name; 
Look on Thy hands, and read it there: 
But who, I ask Thee, who art Thou ? 
Tell me Thy name, and tell me now. 


In vain Thou strugglest to get free ; 
I never will unloose my hold ! 
p Art thou the Man that died for me ? 
The secret of Thy love unfold ; 
m Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 
Till I Thy name, Thy nature know. 


Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal 
Thy new, unutterable name ? 
Tell me, I still beseech Thee, tell 

To know it now resolved T am 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 
Till I Thy name, Thy nature know. 


° 
’ 
. 
: 


p What though my shrinking flesh complain, 
And murmur to contend so long ? 
m [ rise superior to my pain, 
When I am weak, then I am strong : 
And when my all of strength shall fail, 
f 1 shall with the God-Man prevail. 


C. Wesley. 


205 Praise to the Holiest. 


Gerontius. C.M. J. B. Dykes. 


J. H. Newman (1801-1890) was the son of a 
London banker. As Vicar of St. Mary’s, Oxford, his 
preaching exerted great influence. He was the 
leader of the Tractarians, but as their campaign deve- 
loped he advanced beyond them, and in 1845 joined 
the Church of Rome, being created a Cardinal in 1879. 
The story of his spiritual struggles is of profound 
interest and significance. This hymn is taken from 
his ‘‘ Dream of Gerontius,” where it represents a chorus 
of angels as they conduct a soul to the presence of God. 
It was a favourite of Gladstone’s, and was sung over his 
open grave in Westminster Abbey. 


f Praise to the Holiest in the height, 
And in the depth be praise : 
In all His words most wonderful, 
Most sure in all His ways! 


m © loving wisdom of our God! 

p When all was sin and shame, 

m A second Adam to the fight 
And to the rescue came. 


O wisest love! that flesh and blood 
p Which did in Adam fail, 

Should strive afresh against their foe, 
m Should strive and should prevail; 


And that a higher gift than grace 
Should flesh and blood refine, 
God’s presence and His very Self, 

And Essence all-divine. 


O generous love! that He who smote 
In man for man the foe, 
p The double agony in man 
For man should undergo; 


And in the garden secretly, 
And on the cross on high, 

Should teach His brethren and inspire 
To suffer and to die. 


{ Praise to the Holiest in the height, 
And in the depth be praise : 
In all His words most wonderful, 
Most sure in all His ways! 


J. H. Newman. 


*206 The Healing of the 
Multitude. 


We have lived and loved together. 
P.M. Old English Ballad. 


Ethel M. Priestman, of Thornton-le-dale, Yorkshire, 


is the author of several short poems, mostly about 
nature and children, which in 1901 were collected 


together, with a few translations from the Tyrolese, 


and printed under the title of ‘‘ Sunshine and Shadow.” 
The following verses are based on the miracle of the 


Feeding of the Five Thousand. (Mark vi. 35-44.) 


p O Saviour we have gathered, 
Like that crowd by the eastern sea, 
With all our cares and weakness, 
For we long to be healed by Thee ; 


m The multitude sought to touch Thee, 
Thy power came forth to bless ; 
And no one was left in sorrow 
Who needed Thy tenderness. 


f O still is Thy presence near us, 
We may touch Thee by faith to-day ; 
Thou wilt give us Thy strength to cheer us, 
Thou wilt guide us upon our way ; 
Thou wilt show us the path of duty, 
Thou wilt lead us by ways of joy, 
Till our life is a song of beauty, 
And praises our lips employ. 


Ethel M. Priestman. 


207 The Great Calm. 
St. Aelred. 8.8.8.3. J. B. Dykes. 


Godfrey Thring (1823-1903), Prebendary of Wells, 
wrote this hymn to picture to himself the scene on 
the Lake of Gennesareth, which he had visited a few 
years previously. It is one of the earliest of a great 
series of hymns which he has bequeathed to the 
Christian Church. 


{ Fierce raged the tempest o’er the deep, 

Watch did Thine anxious servants keep, 

m But Thou wast wrapped in guileless sleep, 
p Calm and still. 


f “Save, Lord, we perish,” was their cry : 
“O save us in our agony !” 
m Thy word above the storm rose high,— 
p ** Peace, be still!” 


m The wild winds hushed; the angry deep 
p Sank, like a little child, to sleep, 
The sullen billows ceased to leap 
At Thy will. 


m So, when our life is clouded o’er, 
And storm-winds drift us from the shore, 
Say, lest we sink to rise no more, 

p “Peace, be still!” 


G. Thring. 


208 Blind Bartimzus. 
St. Catherine. 8.8.8.8.8.8. J. G. Walton. 


The poet has reproduced with wonderful faithful- 
ness the pathetic incident recorded in Mark x. 46-52. 


m Blind Bartimeus at the gates 
Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 
He hears the crowd ; he hears a breath 
Say “It is Christ of Nazareth !” 
f And calls in tones of agony, 
“Thou Son of David, pity me!” 


m The thronging multitudes increase ; 
“Blind Bartimeeus, hold thy peace !”’ 
But still, above the noisy crowd, 

The beggar’s cry is shrill and loud ; 
{ Until they say “He calleth thee, 
Be glad! arise! He calleth thee.” 


p Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
The crowd, “What wilt thou at my 
hands ?” 
m And he replies “ O give me light, 
Rabbi, restore the blind man’s sight !”” 
And Jesus answers “ Go thy way, 
Thy faith has chased the night away !”’ 


ce 


p Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see, 

In darkness and in misery, 
m Recall those mighty voices three :— 
“Thou Son of David, pity me,” 
“Be glad! arise! He calleth thee,” 
“Depart, thy faith hath savéd thee.” 


H. W. Longfellow. 


~ 


209 The Ninety-and-Nine. 


Ninety-and-Nine. Ira D. Sankey. 
Within the Fold. P.M. J. Booth. 


Elizabeth C. D. Clephane (1830-1869) was a native 
of Edinburgh. She wrote this hymn shortly before 
her death. A few years after its publication, Moody 
and Sankey were on their way to hold some meetings 
at Edinburgh, and when in the train, Mr. Sankey 
caught sight of these verses in a newspaper that had 
been left lying on the seat. The next day he sang 


them at a meeting in the Free Assembly Hall, im- 
provising the tune as he went on. He said it was the 
most intense moment of his life. 
Mr. Booth’s tune has been specially prepared for 
this book. 
m THERE were ninety-and-nine that safely 
In the shelter of the fold, [lay 
But one was out on the hills away, 
Far off from the gates of gold ; 
p Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender shepherd’s care. 


m Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety-and- © 
nine— 
Are they not enough for Thee ? 
But the Shepherd made answer: This 
of Mine 
Has wandered away from Me; 
And although the road be rough and 
steep, 
I go to the desert to find My sheep. 


p But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed, 
Nor how dark was the night that the Lord 
passed through, 
Ere He found His sheep that was lost. 
Out in the desert He heard its ery— 
Sick and helpless and ready to die. 


Lord, whence are those blood-drops all 
the way 
That mark out the mountain’s track ? 
They were shed for one who had gone 
astray 
Ere the Shepherd could bring him 
back. 
Lord, whence are Thy hands so rent and 
torn ? 
They are pierced to-night by many a 
thorn. 


m And all through the mountains, thunder- 
riven, 
And up from the rocky steep, 
There rose a cry to the gate of heaven, 
} Rejoice, I have found My sheep ! 
And the angels echoed around the throne, 
Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own ! 


Elizabeth C, Clephane. 


210 =A Song of Love. 
St. John. 6.6.6.6.8.8. J. B. Calkin. 


Samuel Crossman (1624-1683), a contemporary of 
Thomas Ken, was prebendary of Bristol during the 
Restoration period, and preached twice in the Cathedral 
on the anniversary of “the execrable murder of 
King Charles I.’”’ The hymn is of interest as illus- 
trating the quaintness and literary finish of the pre- 
Watts hymn-writers, of whom George Herbert is 
perhaps the chief. 


m My song is love unknown, 
My Saviour’s love to me; 
Love to the loveless shown, 
That they might lovely be. 
p O who am I, 
That for my sake 
My Lord should take 
Frail flesh, and die ? 


m He came from His blest throne, 
Salvation to bestow: 
p But men made strange, and none 
The longed-for Christ would know. 
m But O my Friend, 
My Friend indeed, 
Who at my need 
His life did spend! 


Sometimes they strew His way, 
And His sweet praises sing ; 
f Resounding all the day, 
Hosannas to their King. 
p Then ‘ Crucify!” 
Is all their breath, 
And for His death 
They thirst and cry. 


m Here might I stay and sing, 
No story so divine ; 
Never was love, dear King ! 
Never was grief like Thine. 
f This is my Friend, 
In whose sweet praise 
I all my days 
Could gladly spend. 


S. Crossman. 


211 Rock of Ages. 
Redhead No. 76. 7.7.7.7.7.7.___- BR. Redhead. 


This hymn was born of controversy. Toplady (1740- 
1778), who bitterly opposed Wesley’s teaching on Entire 
Sanctification, published a pamphlet in “ The Gospel 
Magazine”? (of which he was editor) for March, 1776, 
dealing with the rate of interest on the National Debt, 
and immediately underneath it he added a kind of 
appendix, headed “ The Spiritual Improvement of the 
Foregoing,’’ in which he estimated exactly the number 
of sins an individual would commit during his lifetime. 
He then added several questions and answers, including 
the following :— 

4 Sa aN i shall we be able to pay off this immense 
ebt ? 

A.—Never.” 
and concluded the article with this hymn, which he 
entitled “‘ A living and dying Prayer for the Holiest 
Believer in the world.” 

There is a doubtful tradition that Toplady composed 
it while sheltering from a thunderstorm between two 
boulders at the foot of the precipitous crags of 
Burrington Combe. 


m Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee: 
p Let the water and the blood, 

From Thy wounded side which flowed, 
m Be of sin the double cure; 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 


p Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands: 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
m Thou must save, and Thou alone, 


Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly ; 

Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 


p While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When mine eyes shall close in death, 
m When I soar to realms unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 
f Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 
A. M. Toplady. 


212 The Cross of Christ. 
Sharon. 8.7.8.7. W. Boyce. 


It has been said that the career of Sir John Bowring 
(1792-1872) would have satisfied the energies of 
three ordinary men. He was a voluminous writer, 
and a great traveller and linguist, as well as a lecturer, 
politician and diplomat. For some years he was 
editor of “‘ The Westminster Review’”’ ; he was twice 
member of Parliament; and in 1854 was appointed 
Governor of Hong-Kong. 


m IN the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time 3 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 


p When the woes of life o’ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
nv Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
f Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 


m When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 
{ From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more lustre to the day. 


m Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the cross are sanctified ; 

p Peace is there, that knows no measure ; 

m Joys that through all time abide. 


{ In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 


Sir J. Bowring. 


213 The Wondrous Cross. 
Rockingham. LL.M. E. Miller. 


Dr. Julian considers this among the four best hymns 
for congregational use in the language. Watts in- 
tended it for use at the Lord’s Supper. Matthew 
Arnold thought it the finest of our hymns, and Mr. 
Telford relates that he was heard repeating the third 
verse a few hours before his sudden death. The second 


Bnee originally read ‘* Where the young Prince of Glury 


The tune takes its name from the Marquis of Rock- 
ingham, who was thrice Prime Minister under George 
III. and was a patron of the composer. Miller was 
organist of Doncaster Parish Church, and was at one 
time a flute player in Handel’s orchestra. He edited 
an early Hymnal. 


m When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the cross of Christ my God : 
All the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to His blood. 


p See from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down : 

Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 


m Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small : 

j Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all ! 


1. Watts. 


214 Calvary. 
Horsley. C.M. W. Horsley. 


This hymn was composed while Mrs. Alexander was 
sitting by the bedside of a sick child. Gounod thought 
it the most perfect hymn in the language, and he sent 
an autograph copy of his setting to the authoress. 


m THERE is a green hill far away, 
Without a city wall, 
Where the dear Lord was crucified, 
Who died to save us all. 


p We may not know, we cannot tell 
What pains He had to bear, 
But we believe it was for us 
He hung and suffered there, 


m He died that we might be forgiven, 
He died to make us good, 
That we might go at last to heaven, 
Saved by His precious blood. 


There was no other good enough 
To pay the price of sin, 

He only could unlock the gate 
Of heaven, and let us in. 


f O dearly, dearly has He loved, 
And we must love Him too, 
And trust in His redeeming blood, 
And try His works to do. 


C. Frances Alexander. 


215 Arise, my Soul! 
Christchurch. 6.6.6.6.8.8. C. Steggall. 


m ARISE, my soul, arise, 
Shake off thy guilty fears ; 
The bleeding Sacrifice 
In my behalf appears. 
{ Before the throne my Surety stands ; 
My name is written on His hands. 


m He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede, 
His all-redeeming love, 
His precious blood, to plead ; 
His blood atoned for all our race, 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 


Pp Five bleeding wounds He bears, 
Received on Calvary ; 
They pour effectual prayers, 
They strongly speak for me: 
Forgive him, O, forgive, they ery, 
Nor let that ransomed sinner die! 


m My God is reconciled ; 
His pardoning voice I hear; 
He owns me for His child, 
I can no longer fear: 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And Father, Abba Father! ery. 
C. Wesley. 


216 = Christ is Risen. 
Ina Eoi. 8.7.8.7.D. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 


The word “ Hallelujah,’—‘‘ Praise the Lord,”’ is 
said to have been first sung at the celebration 
of the building of the Temple at Jerusalem. It 
was early incorporated in Christian song, and is 
to-day one of the few words in use in all Christian 
tongues. Jerome remarks that “the Christian 
ploughman shouted it at his work, sailors encouraged 
each other with it as they plied the oar; soldiers 
used it as their battle cry.”” It became the recognised 
Easter salutation, and gained a fixed place in the 
Liturgies. So that when we use it we are bound, as 
it were, to all ages and all sects, by an endless chain 
of praise. 


/ Hattetvusan! Hallelujah ! 
Hearts to heav’n and voices raise ; 
Sing to God a hymn of gladness, 
Sing to God a hymn of praise :— 
p He who on the cross a victim 
For the world’s salvation bled, 
j Jesus Christ, the King of glory, 
Now is risen from the dead. 


m Christ is risen, Christ the first-fruits 
Of the holy harvest-field ; 
Which will all its full abundance 
At His glorious advent yield ; 
Then the golden ears of harvest 
Will their heads before Him wave, 
} Ripened by His glorious sunshine 
From the furrows of the grave. 


m Christ is risen ; we are risen ! 
Shed upon us heavenly grace, 
Rain and dew, and gleams of glory 
From the brightness of Thy face, 
So that we, with hearts in Heaven, 
Here on earth may fruitful be, 
And by angel-hands be gathered, 
And be ever, Lord, with Thee. 


f Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Glory be to God on high ! 
Hallelujah to the Saviour, 
Who has gained the victory: 


Hallelujah to the Spirit, - 
Fount of love and sanctity ; 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah ! 
To the blesséd Trinity. 


C. Wordsworth. 


vAL Jesus Lives. 
St. Albinus. 7.8.7.8.4. \H.J.Gauntlett. 


C. F. Gellert (1715-1769) was for some time Professor 
of Poetry at Leipsic University, and Lessing and 
Goethe were among his pupils. In an interesting 
account of the author, Miss Winkworth says that 
his small volume of hymns was received with 
almost as great an enthusiasm as that with which 
an earlier generation greeted Luther’s. Gellert won 
the affection of all classes of his countrymen to a 
remarkable degree. Princes and great people, includ- 
ing Frederick the Great, sought interviews with him ; 
and one day, when Gellert was in great need, a peasant 
laid a bundle of firewood at his door, as a thank- 
offering for the pleasure derived from his poems. 


f Jesus lives! thy terrors now 
Can no longer, Death, appal us. 
Jesus lives! by this we know 
Thou, O Grave, canst not enthral us. 
Alleluia ! 


Jesus lives! henceforth is death 
But the gate of life immorta!; 
m This shall calm our trembling breath, 
p When we pass its gloomy portal. 
Alleluia ! 


m Jesus lives! (p) for us He died : 
m Then, alone to Jesus living, 
Pure in heart may we abide, 
f Glory to our Saviour giving. 
Alleluia ! 


m Jesus lives! our hearts know well 
Naught from us His love shall sever ; 
Life, nor death, nor powers of hell, 
Part us from His keeping ever. 
Alleluia ! 


C. F. Gellert ; 
tr. Frances E. Coz. 


“ 


218 Jesus Leads. 
Faverham. 7.6.7.6.7.7. J. Booth. 


m JESUS lives, and Jesus leads, 
Though the way be dreary ; 
p Morn to darkest night succeeds, 
Courage, then, ye weary : 
Still the faithful Shepherd feeds ; 
j Jesus lives, and Jesus leads. 


m All the words He ever spoke, 
Still to us He speaketh ; 
All the bread He ever broke, 
Still for us He breaketh : 
Still the faithful Shepherd feeds ; 
} Jesus lives, and Jesus leads. 


p Josus lives, but Jesus died ; 
Love to death consign’d Him: 
m Death the mighty Love resign’d, 
Could not hold or bind Him : 
Therefore still He meets our needs ; 
? Jesus lives, and Jesus leads. 


m Jesus lives, and every grace 
Comes because He giveth; 
Life and love in every place 
Live, for Jesus liveth : 
All our thoughts His love exceeds ; 
j Jesus lives, and Jesus leads. 


E. Paxton Hood. 


219 Jesus the Shepherd. 


St. Mabyn. 8.7.8.7. A. H. Brown. 


When Faber told Wordsworth of his intention to 
devote himself to the ministry, Wordsworth said, 
“1 do not say you are wrong, but England loses a 
poet.” Faber, however, found time in his busy life to 
write a series of hymns for the use of the brethren at 
Brompton Oratory. When he began his work there, 
the service book only contained three English hymns. 


m Souts of men! why will ye scatter 
Like a crowd of frightened sheep ? 

p Foolish hearts! why will ye wander 
From a love so true and deep ? 


m Was there ever kindest shepherd 
Half so gentle, half so sweet, 
As the Saviour who would have us 
Come and gather round His feet ? 


f It is God: His love looks mighty, 
But is mightier than it seems : 

m’Tis our Father: and His fondness 
Goes far out beyond our dreams. 


There’s a wideness in God’s mercy 
Like the wideness of the sea: 
There’s a kindness in His justice 
Which is more than liberty. 


/ For the love of God is broader 
Than the measures of man’s mind, 
And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 


m But we make His love too narrow 
By false limits of our own; 
And we magnify His strictness 
With a zeal He will not own. 


There is plentiful redemption 

In the blood that has been shed ; 
There is joy for all the members 

In the sorrows of the Head. 


Pining souls! come nearer Jesus, 
And, O come not doubting thus, 

But with faith that trusts more bravely 
His vast tenderness for us. 


m If our love were but more simple, 
We should take Him at His word, 

f And our lives would be all sunshine 
In the sweetness of our Lord. 


Ff. W. Faber. 


220 Knocking! Knocking ! 
Knocking, knocking. 17.7.8.7.8.7. G. F. Root. 


m WKrocxtxe! knocking! Who is there ? 
Waiting, waiting, O how fair! 
*Tis a Pilgrim, strange and kingly, 
Never such was seen before ; 
p Ah, my soul, for such a wonder 
Wilt thou not undo the door ? 


m Knocking! knocking! still He’s there ; 
Waiting, waiting, wondrous fair ! 
p But the door is hard to open, 
For the weeds and ivy-vine, 
With their dark and clinging tendrils, 
Ever round the hinges twine. 


m Knocking! knocking! What, still there ? 
Waiting, waiting, grand and fair ! 
Yes, the piercéd hand still knocketh, 
And, beneath the crownéd hair, 
Beam the patient eyes so tender, 
Of thy Saviour waiting there. 
Harriet B. Stowe (altd.). 


221 May I Come In? 


Behold Me stand- 
ing at the Door. J. F. Knapp. 
L.M. and Chorus. 


m BEHOLD Me standing at the door, 
And hear Me pleading evermore 

p With gentle voice: O heart of sin, 
May I come in ? may I come in ? 


m Behold Me standing at the door, 
And hear Me pleading evermore : 

p Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin, 
May I come in? may I come in ? 


p I bore the cruel thorns for thee, 
I waited long and patiently : 
Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin 
May I come in? may I come in ? 


m I would not plead with thee in vain ; 
Remember all My grief and pain ; 
I died to ransom thee from sin : 
May I come in ? may I come in ? 


/ I bring thee joy from heaven above, 
I bring thee pardon, peace, and love: 
m Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin, 
May I come in? may I come in ? 


Fanny J. Crosby. 


222 Jesus at the Door. 
St. Catherine. 7.6.21-0n0e R. F. Dale. 


W. Walsham How (1823-1897), when Vicar of 
Whittington, instituted an old men's dinner, an idea 
he may have borrowed from Ken. As Suffragan 
Bishop of Bedford, he laboured with much zeal in 
the East-end of London, which he described as “a 
kind of ecclesiastical Botany Bay.” He has related 
how delighted he was, when working there, to hear 
the people in the streets speak of him, first as a Bishop, 
then as fhe Bishop, and then as our Bishop. He 
tefused an offer of Durham, but in 1888 accepted the 
first Bishopric of Wakefield. 

“* We hear in this hymn the voice of that divine love 
which is never sileut, but speaks tc every human soul, 
in sermons, in leisure hours, in business, in joy, in 
sorrow and in all the events of life. It translates into 
simple and pleading language the Christian thought of 
the constant love of Christ, which found expression at 
the hands of one of the sincerest of modern artists. 
Few can read the words of the hymn without recalling 
Holman Hunt’s picture, and few can look at the picture 
without recalling the hymn.”* 

Bishop Boyd Carpenter. 


p O Jesus, Thou art standing 
Outside the fast-closed door, 
In lowly patience waiting 
To pass the threshold o’er ; 
m Shame on us, Christian brothers, 
His name and sign who bear, 
O shame, thrice shame, upon us, 
To keep Him standing there. 


p O Jesus, Thou art knocking, 
And lo! that hand is searred, 
And thorns Thy brow encircle, 
And tears Thy face have marred ; 


m O love that passeth knowledge 
So patiently to wait ! 

p O sin that hath no equal 
So fast to bar the gate! 


O Jesus, Thou art pleading 
In accents meek and low, 

“‘T died for you, My children, 
And will ye treat Me so?” 

m O Lord, with shame and sorrow, 

We open now the door ; 

Dear Saviour, enter, enter, 
And leave us nevermore. 


W. W. How. 


223 Wonderful Love. 


Wonderful Love. PF. L.Wiseman. 
10.4.10.7.4.10. 


m Come, let us sing of a wonderful love, 
Tender and true ; 
Out of the heart of the Father above 
Streaming to me and to you: 
if Wonderful love 
Dwells in the heart of the Father above. 


m Jesus, the Saviour, this gospel to tell, 
Joyfully came ; (dwell, 
Came with the helpless and hopeless to 
Sharing their sorrow and shame ; 
Seeking the lost, 
Saving, redeeming at measureless cost. 


Jesus is seeking the wanderers yet ; 
Why do they roam ? 
Love only waits to forgive and forget ; 
Home! weary wanderers, home ! 
} Wonderful love 
Dwells in the heart of the Father above. 


p Come to my heart, O Thou wonderful 
Come and abide, {Love, 
m Lifting my life till it rises above 
Envy and falsehood and pride ; 
Seeking to be 
Lowly and huinble, a learner of Thee. 
Anon. 
(By kind permession of Dr. A. EL Gregory.) 


224 The Call. 


God calling Yet. E. O. Excell. 
L.M. and Chorus. 


A free translation of Tersteegen. The great German 
mystic passed through many a spiritual struggle before 
he entered into quiet peace. Im the preface to his 
poems he says ‘* We have but to let this deep mysterious 
intimate Divine Love lead us out from the cheating 
pleasures of this world and the tormenting life of 
egotism, and for this end to give our heart and will 
captive to this inward Love. . . . This is the 
whole kernel of the matter.” 


m Gop calling yet! shall I not hear ? 
Earth’s pleasures shall I still hold dear ? 

p Shall life’s swift passing years all fly, 
And still my soul in slumber lie ? 


p Calling yet, O hear Him ! 
Calling yet, O hear Him! 
m God is calling yet, O hear Him 
calling, calling ! 
p Calling yet, O hear Him! 
Calling yet, O hear Him ! 
m God is calling yet; O hear Him 
-calling yet! 


m God calling yet! shall I not rise ? 
Can I His loving voice despise, 
And basely His kind care repay ? 
He calls me still; can I delay ? 


m God calling yet! and shall He knock, 
p And I my heart the closer lock ? 

m He still is waiting to receive ; 

p And shall I dare His Spirit grieve ? 


m God calling yet! and shall I give 
No heed, but still in bondage live ? 
I wait; but He does not forsake : 
He calls me still: my heart, awake ! 


f God calling yet! I cannot stay! 
My heart I yield without delay: 
Vain world, farewell! from thee I part ; 
The voice of God has reached my heart. 
G. Tersteegen, 
tr. Sarah Findlater. 


225 Jesus is Calling. 


Jesus is Calling. G. C. Stebbins 
P.M. and Chorus. 


p JESUS is tenderly calling thee home— 
Calling to-day, calling to-day ! 
Why from the sunshine of love wilt thou 
Farther and farther away ? [roam, 
. m Calling to-day! calling to-day ! 
Jesus is calling, is tenderly calling 
to-day ! 


p Jesus is calling the weary to rest— 
Calling-to-day, calling to-day ! 

m Bring Him thy burden, and thou shalt be 
He will not turn thee away. [blest : 


m Jesus is waiting, O come to Him now— 
Waiting to-day, waiting to-day! 

p Come with thy sins, at His feet lowly bow ; 

m Come, and no longer delay ! 


p Jesus is pleading: O list to His voice— 
Hear Him to-day, hear Him to-day ! 
m They who believe on His name shall 
Quickly arise and away ! [rejoice ; 
Fanny J. Crosby. 


2926 Christ Receiveth Sinners. 


Christ receiveth Sinful Men. J. McGranahan. 
7.7.7.7. and Chorus. 


This hymn is from the pen of a German pastor 
who lived during the religious revival in Germany 
known as Pietism, a movement which Miss Winkworth 
likens in many respects to Methodism in this country. 
Neumeister vehemently opposed the doctrines of the 
new school, but his hymn shows that underneath all 
differences there was a real unity of spirit. Mrs. 
Bevan, the translator, was the daughter of Bishop 
Shuttleworth, of Chichester. 


jf StnnERs Jesus will receive ; 
Sound this word of grace to all 
Who the heavenly pathway leave, 
All who linger, all who fall ! 


{ Sing it o’er and o’er again: 
Christ receiveth sinful men ; 
Make the message clear and plain : 
Christ receiveth sinful men. 


m Come, and He will give you rest ; 
Trust Him, for His word is plain ; 
He will take the sinfullest : 
Christ receiveth sinful men, 


m Christ receiveth sinful men, 

p Even me with al! my sin; 

m Purged from every spot and stain, 
f Heaven with Him I enter in. 


E. Neuneister, 
tr. Emma F. Bevan. 


227 The Three Gifts. 


Come unto Me. G. C. Stcbbins. 
10.10.10.10. and Chorus. 


m ““ComE unto Me!” It is the Saviour’s 
voice— 
The Lord of life, who bids thy heart 
rejoice ; 
p O weary heart, with heavy cares opprest 
m Come unto Me and I will give you rest. 


m Come unto Me, come unto Me, 
Come unto Me ; andI will give you rest, 
I will give you rest, (p) I will give you rest. 


p Weary with life’s long struggle, full of 
pain, 
O doubting soul, thy Saviour calls again ; 
m Thy doubts shall vanish, and thy sorrows 
cease ; 
Come unto Me, and I will give you peace, 


p O dying man, with guilt and sin dismayed, 
With conscience wakened, of thy God 
afraid ; 


*Twixt hopes and fears—O end the anxious 
strife ; 
m Come unto Me, and I will give you life. 


m Life, rest, and peace, the flowers of death 
less bloom, 
The Saviour gives us—not beyond the 
tomb— 
7 But here and now: on earth some glimpse 
is given 
Of joys which wait us through the gates 
of heaven. 
N. Norton. 


223 The Voice of Jesus. 
Vor Dilecti. C.M.D. J. B. Dykes. 


p 1 heard the voice of Jesus say, 
“Come unto Me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
Thy head upon My breast.” 
m I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary, and worn, and sad ; 
[ found in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made me glad. 


p I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
“ Behold I freely give 
The living water—thirsty one, 
Stoop down, and drink, and live.” 
m I came to Jesus, and I drank 
Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 
And now [I live in Him. 


p I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
“Lam this dark world’s light ; 
m Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise, 
And all thy day be bright.” 
{ I looked to Jesus, and I found 
In Him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that light of life [1 walk, 
Till travelling days are done. 
H. Bonar. 


229 Invitation. 
Come unto Me. 7.6.7.6.D. J. B. Dykes. 


Dr. Dykes, who is the premier musical contributor 
to this book, was a native of Hull, and became a 
Minor Canon and Precentor of Durham Cathedral. 
He exerted a great influence on modern psalmody, and 
no less than thirty-nine of his tunes appear in the 
1904 edition of “‘Hymns Ancient and Modern.’ 
“Write,” he said to a student, ‘‘ from the heart, and 
your music will live.’’ 


p “‘ComE unto Me, ye weary, 
And I will give you rest.” 
m O blesséd voice of Jesus, 
Which comes to hearts oppressed : 
It tells of benediction, 
Of pardon, grace, and peace, 
Of joy that hath no ending, 
Of love which cannot cease. 


p ‘““Come unto Me, ye wanderers, 
And I will give you light.” 

m O loving voice of Jesus, 
Which comes to cheer the night. 

» Our hearts were filled with sadness, 
And we had lost our way, 

{ But He has brought us gladness, 
And songs at break of day. 


p “‘Come unto Me, ye fainting, 
And I will give you life.” 

m O cheering voice of Jesus, 
Which comes to aid our strife. 

The foe is stern and eager, 

The fight is fierce and long, 

f But He has made us mighty, 
And stronger than the strong. 


** And whosoever cometh 
I will not cast him out.” 
m O welcome voice of Jesus, 
Which drives away our doubt ; 
Which calls us very sinners, 
Unworthy though we be 
Of love so free and boundless, 
f To come, dear Lord, to Thee. 


W. C. Dix, 


230 Follow Me! (I). 


St. Andrew. Salecale E. H. Thorne. 


Mrs. Alexander (1823-1895) was the wife of Dr. 
Alexander, Primate of all Ireland. It is said that her 
“Hymns for Little Children’’ stand alone with the 
“ Christian Year ’’ among volumes of original hymns 
in England which have run into upwards of one 
hundred editions. Ellerton says the book has sold 
by the million. 

The dedication is as follows :— 


ans 
MY LITTLE GODSONS, 
I INSCRIBE THESE SIMPLE LINES, 
HOPING THAT 
THE LANGUAGE OF VERSE, WHICH CHILDREN LOVE, 
MAY HELP TO IMPRESS ON THEIR MINDS 
WHAT THEY ARE, 
WHAT I HAVE PROMISED FOR THEM, 
AND 
WHAT THEY MUST SEEK TO BE.” 
m JESUS calls us; o’er the tumult, 
Of our life’s wild, restless sea, 
p Day by day His sweet voice soundeth, 


Saying, “Christian! follow Me.” 


In our joys and in our sorrows, 
Days of toil and hours of ease, 

Still He calls, in cares and pleasures, 
** Christian ! love Me more than these.”’ 


m Jesus calls us from the worship 
Of the vain world’s golden store, 
From each idol that would keep us, 
Saying, ‘‘ Christian! love Me more.” 


Jesus calls us: (py) by Thy mercies, 

Saviour! make us hear Thy call, 

m Give our hearts to Thine obedience, 
Serve and love Thee best of all. 


C. Frances Alexandcr, 


231 Follow Me! (II). 


Bohemia. : Hussite Song. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


This Bohemian melody, which has been specially 
arranged for this publication, dates from the Hussite 
rebellion in the early years of the fifteenth century. 
It is a national song in Bohemia, and has a long 
historic association with the cause of liberty and 


religious reform. It was introduced into England by 
Balfe, who inserted it in his opera of “The Bohemiau 
Girl.” 


m JESUS calls us; o’er the tumult 

Of our life’s wild restless sea, 

Life’s wild restless sea, 

p Day by day His sweet voice soundeth, 

Saying, “‘ Christian! follow Me, 
m Christian ! follow Me.” 
p In our joys and in our sorrows, 

Days of toil and hours of ease, 

Still He calls in cares and pleasures, 


m  ‘*Christian! love Me more than these.” 

f Day by day His sweet voice 
soundeth, 

Day by day His sweet voice 
soundeth, 


Saying, ‘“‘ Christian! follow Me, 
Follow Me.” 


m Jesus calls us from the worship 
Of the vain world’s golden store, 
Vain world’s golden store, 
From each idol that would keep us, 
p Saying, “Christian! love Me more, 
m Christian ! love Me more.” 
' Jesus calls us: by Thy mercies, 
Saviour! make us hear Thy call, 
p Give our hearts to Thine obedience, 
Serve and love Thee best of all. 


t Day by day His sweet voice 


scundeth, 
Day by day His sweet voice 

soundeth, 
Saying, “‘Christian! follow Me, 


Follow Me.” 
C. Frances Alexander. 


232 Come unto Me. 
Come,O Come. 17.5.7.5.D. Ira D. Sankey. 


Ira D. Sankey (1840-1908) was a native of Pennsyl- 
vania. Asa young man he enlisted in the army, in 
response to President Lincoln’s call for support. In 
1870 Mr. Moody heard him sing, and at once invited 
him to give up business and join him in evangelistie 
work. ‘Three years later they came to Eugland, where 


the first edition of ‘‘ Sacred Songs and Solos,” contain- 
ing only twenty-three pieces, was published. 

The two men remained in association until Mr. 
Moody’s death in 1899. In later life Mr. Sankey 
became blind. 


p Come, O come, with thy broken heart, 

Weary and worn with care; 

Come and kneel at the open door, 
Jesus is waiting there ; 

Waiting to heal thy wounded soul, 
Waiting to give thee rest: 

Why wilt thou walk where shadows fall ? 
Come to His loving breast ! 


m Firmly cling to the blesséd cross, 
There shall thy refuge be; 
Wash thee now in the fount of love, 
Flowing so pure for thee ; 
p List to the gentle warning voice ! 
List to the earnest call ! 
Leave at the cross thy burden now: 
Jesus will bear it all. 


m Come and taste of the precious feast, 

Feast of eternal love ; 

Think of joys that for ever bloom, 
Bright in the life above : 

Come with a trusting heart to God, 
Come and be saved by grace ; 

Come, for He longs to clasp thee now 
Close in His dear embrace. 


Fanny J. Crosby. 


233 Come and Welcome 


Rousséau’s Dream. 8.7.8.7.8.7. Anon. 


Joseph Hart (1712-1768) is among the goodly 
company of hymn-writers who have received their 
inspiration from the Moravians. In early life he was 
a free-thinker, though troubled at intervals with serions 
conviction of sin, and one of his writings is on 
“The Unreasonableness of Religion.” A sermon 
in a Moravian church in London brought him peace 
of heart, and he poured out his gratitude to God in 
songs of grateful praise. 

The origin of the tune is unknown. 


p Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore ; 


m Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity, love, and power : 

t He is able, 
He is willing : doubt no more. 


m Come, ye needy, come and welcome, 
God’s free bounty glorify : 
True belief and true repentance, 
Every grace that brings you nigh, 
Without money, 
Come to Jesus Christ and buy. 


Let not conscience make you linger, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of Him. 
This He gives you: 
ft Tis the Spirit’s rising beam. 


p Come, ye weary, heavy-laden, 
Bruised and broken by the Fall ; 
If you tarry till you’re better, 
You will never come at all. 
m Not the righteous— 
Sinners, Jesus came to call. 


J. Hart. 


234 Faith and Sight. 


Aldersgate. . G. P. Merrick. 
Carlisle. S.M. C. Lockhart. 


Francis T. Palgrave (1824-1897) came of a dis- 
tinguished literary family. He was for forty-three 
years the intimate friend of Tennyson. For some 
years he was assistant private secretary to Mr. Glad- 
stone, and in later life was appointed Professor of 
Poetry at Oxford, a post which he held for ten years. 
He said that “‘ to write a really good hymn is a most 
difficult task, even for the greatest poet.” 


m  TxHoUsay’st, ‘‘ Take up thy cross, 

O man, and follow Me ” ; 
p The night is black, the feet are slack, 
m Yet we would follow Thee. 


p But, O dear Lord, we cry, 
That we Thy face could see ! 
Thy blesséd face one moment’s space— 
m ‘Then might we follow Thee ! 


p Dim tracts of time divide 
Those golden days from me ; 
Thy voice comes strange o’er years of 
change ; 
How can we follow Thee ? 


Comes faint and far Thy voice 
From vales of Galilee ; 

Thy vision fades in ancient shades ; 
How should we follow Thee ? 


Ah! sense-bound heart and blind! 
Is nought but what we see ? 

Can time undo what once was true ; 
Can we not follow Thee ? 


m If not as once Thou cam‘st 
In true humanity, 
Come yet as Guest within the breast 
That burns to follow Thee. 


Within our heart of hearts 
In nearest nearness be: 
Set up Thy throne within Thine own: 
f Go, Lord we follow Thee. 


F. T. Palgrave. 


235 Art Thou Weary ? 
Stephanos. 8.5.8.3. Str Henry W. Baker. 


The following hymn, though largely original, is 
based on an eighth century poem by a monk of Mar- 
Saba, a monastery in the same wilderness of Judea 
where the Psalm “ As the hart panteth after the 
waterbrooks”’ was probably witten. 


p Art thou weary, art thou languid, 
Art thou sore distrest ? 

f ““Come to Me,” saith One, “and coming 
Be at rest.” 


m Hath He marks to lead me to Him, 
If He be my guide ? 

p “In His feet and hands are woundprints, 
And His side!” 


m Is there diadem, as Monarch, 
That His brow adorns ? 

f “ Yea, a crown, in very surety, 

p But of thorns.” 


m If I find Him, if I follow, 
What His guerdon here ? 

p ‘‘ Many a sorrow, many a labour, 
Many a tear.” 


m If I still hold closely to Him, 
What hath He at last ? 

/ “Sorrow vanquished, labour ended, 
Jordan past.” 


m Tf I ask Him to receive me, 
Will He say me nay ? 

f ‘‘ Not till earth, and not till heaven 
Pass away!” 


m Finding, following, keeping, struggling, 
Is He sure to bless ? 
/ Saints, apostles, prophets, martyrs, 
Answer, ‘‘ Yes!” 
Stephen the Sabaite, 
tr. J. M. Neale. 


238 The Lord is Rich and Merciful. 
Petersham. C.M.D. C. W. Poole. 


These verses appear in Lynch’s ‘‘ Memorials of 
Theophilus Trinai”—a delightful volume of table 
talk and poetry—‘‘ sometimes playful and oftener 
pensive,” in which some amusing lines describe a Dr. 
Dimsoul Darkman’s melancholy sermons, 


“ Like wind from an old tomb, 
On a chilly winter’s day.” 


“The sheep of the pastor’s flock,” says Lynch, 
“cannot be always eating; they need repose in the 
pleasant pastures and to listen to the streams as they 
tlow.”’ Then follows this ‘‘ Hymn for Sunday.” 


m Tse Lord is rich and merciful, 
The Lord is very kind ; 
O come to Him, come now to Him, 
With a believing mind. 


Tlis comforts they shall strengthen thee 
Like flowing waters cool ; 

And He shall for thy spirit be 
A fountain ever full. 


{ The Lord is glorious and strong, 
Our God is very high ; 
O trust in Him, trust now in Him, 
And have security. 

He shall be to thee like the sea, 
And thou shalt surely feel 
His wind, that bloweth healthily, 

Thy sicknesses to heal. 


m The Lord is wonderful and wise, 

As all the ages tell; 
O learn of Him, learn now of Him, 

Then with thee it is well : 

f And with His light thou shalt be blest, 
Therein to work and live; 

p And He shall be to thee a rest 
When evening hours arrive. 


Tye eastClvs 


237 Just as I am. 
Misericordia. 8.8.8.6. H. Smart. 


Charlotte Elliott was a life-long invalid. In 1834, on 
the night preceding a bazaar which her brother was 
arranging at Brighton, she lay awake filled with the 
thought of her own apparent usclessness, and a 
spiritual conflict of great intensity ensued. ‘‘ The 
next day,” says Bishop Moule, “‘ she gathered up in 
her soul the grand certainties, not of her emotions, but 
of her salvation : her Lord, His power, His promises ; ”’ 
and then “she deliberately set down, for her own 
comfort, this formule of her faith.” 

Wordsworth’s dearly loved daughter, Dora (Mrs. 
Quillinan) found great solace from this hymn during 
her last ilness, and on her gravestone at Grasmere the 
figure of a lamb has been engraved. 


p Just as I am—without one plea, 

But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
m And that Thou bidst me.come to Thee, 
p O Lamb of God, I come. 


m Just as I am—and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
p O Lamb of God, I come. 


m Just as I am—though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings and fears within, without,— 

p  O Lamb of God, I come. 


m Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind ; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find, 

p O Lamb of God, I come. 


f Just as I am—Thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 
Because Thy promise I believe, 

p O Lamb of God, I come. 


f Just as I am—Thy love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down ; 
Now to be Thine, yea, Thine alono, 

p  O Lamb of God, I come. 


Charlotte Elliott, 


238 Veni Sancte Spiritus. 


Lacrymae. 7.7.7. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 


The authorship of this historic hymn is unknown, 
One wishes rather than believes the legend to be true 
which ascribes it to King Robert of France, a tenth 
century monarch who found refuge from the cares 
of State in the composing of Church music and sacred 
song, and who is said to have seated himself in his 
royal robes among the choristers of St. Denis and 
led the singing of his own hymns. Whoever wrote 
it, Trench sp2aks of it as the loveliest of Latin hymns, 
and adds ‘it could only have been composed by 
one who had been acquainted with many sorrows 
and also with many consolations.” 

The Holy Spirit is addressed as fire,—fire that 
gives light and warmth,—fire that searches and purifies, 
—fire that guides and glorifies. 


m Holy Spirit ! Lord of light ! 
From the clear celestial height 
Thy pure beaming radiance givo. 


p Come, Thou Father of the poor! 
m Come, with treasures which endure ! 
f Come, Thou Light of all that live! 


m Thou, of all consolers best, 
Thou, the soul’s delightsome guest, 
p Dost refreshing peace bestow. 


m Thou in toil art comfort sweet ; 
Pleasant coolness in the heat ; 
p Solace in the midst of woe. 


m Light immortal! light divine! 
Visit Thou these hearts of Thine, 
And our inmost being fill. 


‘p If Thou take Thy grace away, 
Nothing pure in man will stay ; 
All his good is turned to ill. 


Heal our wounds; our strength renew ; 
On our dryness pour Thy dew ; 
Wash the stains of guilt away : 


Bend the stubborn heart and will ; 
Melt the frozen, warm the chill; 
Guide the steps that go astray. 


m Thou, on those who evermore 
Thee confess and Thee adore, 
In Thy sevenfold gifts, descend : 


p Give them comfort when they’ die, 
m Give them life with Thee on high, 
ft Give them joys that never end. 


Latin Hymn ; 
tr. HL. Caswall. 


239 The Comforter. 
St. Cuthbert. 8.6.8.4. J. B. Dykes. 


Harriet Auber (1773-1862) is said to have firet 
written this hymn on a pane of glass in a window of 
her home at Hoddesdon, Herts. 


p Our blest Redeemer, ere He breathed 
His tender last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed 
With us to dwell, j 


He came sweet influence to impart, 
A gracious, willing Guest, 

While He can find one humble heart 
Wherein to rest. 


And His that gentle voice we hear, 
Soft as the breath of even, 
That checks each fault, that calms each 
fear, 
And speaks of heaven. 


7. And every virtue we possess, 
And every conquest won, 
And every thought of holiness, 
Are His alone. 


p Spirit of purity and grace, 
Our weakness pitying sce; 

m O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place, 
And worthier Thee. 


Harriet Auber. 


240 The Gifts of the Spirit. 


Ratisbon. Werner's Choralbuch, 1815. 
W Pale (eat fa (ofr 


m Gracious Spirit, dwell with me, 
I myself would gracious be ; 
And with words that help and heal 
Would Thy life in mine reveal ; 
} And with actions bold and meek, 
Would for Christ my Saviour speak. 


m Truthful Spirit, dwell with me, 
I myself would truthful be ; 
And with wisdom kind and clear 
Let Thy life in mine appear ; 
And with actions brotherly 
Speak my Lord’s sincerity. 


p Silent Spirit, dwell with me, 
I myself would quiet be; 


Quiet as the growing blade, 

Which through earth its way has made 
Silently, like morning light, 

Putting mists and chills to flight. 


f Mighty Spirit, dwell with me, 
I myself would mighty be; 
Mighty so as to prevail 
Where, unaided, man must fail; 
Ever by a mighty hope 
Pressing on, and bearing up. 


m Holy Spirit, dwell with me, 

I myself would holy be ; 

Separate from sin, I would 

Choose and cherish all things good ; 
jf And whatever I can be, 

Give to Him who gave me Thee. 


T. T. Lynch. 


241 The Greatest Thing in the 
World. 


Charity. 7.7.7.5. Sir John Stainer. 


Christopher Wordsworth (1807-1885), the nephew 
and biographer of the great poet, was successively 
Headmaster of Harrow, Canon of Westminster, and 
Bishop of Lincoln. 

He held pronounced views on the subject of hymn- 
singing. ‘‘A hymn sung by the people,” he said, 
“often sinks more deeply into their memory than 
what they hear from the pulpit.” He held that a 
spirit of ‘sentimental selfishness’ had overtaken 
modern hymnology, and pleaded that “ verbal pretti- 
ness’ might give place to hymns of didactic and 
ethical robustness, which should nourish and strengthen 
both ming and soul. 


m GRActous Spirit, Holy Ghost, 
Taught by Thee, we covet most 
Of Thy gifts at Pentecost, 

p Holy, heavenly Love. 


m Faith, that mountains could remove, 
Tongues of earth or heaven above, 
Knowledge, all things, empty prove, 

Without heavenly Love. 


p Though I as a martyr bleed, 
Give my goods the poor to feed, 
m All is vain—if Love I need ; 
Therefore, give me Love. 


Love is kind, and suffers long ; 

Love is meek, and thinks no wrong; 
f Love, than death itself more strong ; 
in Therefore, give us Love. 


Prophecy will fade away, 

Melting in the light of day ; 
/ Love will ever with us stay ; 
m Therefore, give us Love. 


Faith will vanish into sight ; 

Hope be emptied in delight ; 
{ Love in heaven will shine more bright ; 
m Therefore, give us Love. 


Faith and Hope and Love we see 
Joining hand in hand agree ; 
j/ But the greatest of the three, 
And the best, is Love. 


C. Wordsworth. 


242 Lord of all Being. 
Holley. L.M. G. Hews. 


These lines are found at the close of “ The Pro 
fessor at the Breakfast Table,’’ where the author 
describes them as ‘‘a Sunday Hymn to the Source of 
the light we all need to lead us, and the warmth which 
alone can make us all brothers.” 

/ Lorp of all being, throned afar, 
hy glory flames from sun and star ; 
Centre and soul of every sphere, 
m Yet to each loving heart how near ! 


{ Sun of our life, Thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day : 
m Star of our hope, Thy softened light 
Cheers the long watches of the night. 


p Our midnight is Thy smile withdrawn ; 

m Our noontide is Thy gracious dawn ; 
Our rainbow arch, Thy mercy’s sign, 
All, save the clouds of sin, are Thine. 


f Lord of all life, below, above, 
Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love, 
m Before Thy ever-blazing throne 
We ask no lustre of our own. 


Grant us Thy truth to make us free, 

And kindling hearts that burn for Thee ; 
f Till all Thy living altars claim 

One holy light, one heavenly flame. 


O. W. Holmes. 


243 The Life of the Ages. 
University College. 7.7.7.7. H. J. Gauntlett. 


Samuel Johnson (1822-1882), who must not be 
confounded with the great Dr. Johnson, was an 
American, and along with Samuel Longfellow jointly 
edited two or three hymn-books. He was Pastor of 
the Free Church at Lynn, Mass., and Professor at 
Harvard, and some of his hymns were written for his 
class in the Divinity School there. 


m Lire of ages, richly poured, 
Love of God, unspent and free, 
Flowing in the prophet’s word, 
And the people’s liberty ! 


Never was to chosen race 
That unstinted tide confined ; 
Thine is every time and place, 
Fountain sweet of heart and mind; 


Breathing in the thinker’s creed, 
Pulsing in the hero’s blood, 

Nerving simplest thought and deed, 
Still inspiring truth and good; 


Consecrating art and song, 
Holy book and pilgrim way, 
Quelling strife and tyrant wrong, 
Widening freedom’s sacred sway. 


f Life of ages, richly poured, 
Love of God, unspent and free, 
Flow still in the prophet’s word, 
And the people’s liberty ! 
S. Johnson. 


244 A Melody of Love. 
Trust. 8.8.8.6. G. W. Torrance. 


Joseph Johnson (1849- ), a Congregational] 
minister at Ashton-on-Mersey, was Chairman of the 
Cheshire Congregational Union in 1903. He is an 
author, a lecturer on art, and an ardent worker in the 
cause of temperance. 


m Gop speaks to us in bird and song ; 
In winds that drift the clouds along ; 
Above the din of toil and wrong, 

A melody of love. 


God speaks to us in far and near ; 
In peace of home and friends most dear ; 
From the dim past and present clear, 

A melody of love. 


p God speaks to us in darkest night ; 
By quiet ways through mornings bright, 
When shadows fall with evening light, 
m A melody of love. 


God speaks to us in every land, 
On wave-lapp’d shore and silent strand ; 
p By kiss of child, and touch of hand, 
A melody of love. 


m O voice Divine, speak Thou to me! 
Beyond the earth, beyond the sea : 
p First let me hear, (f) then sing to Thee 
A melody of love. 


J. Johnson. 


245 Still with Thee. 


Berlin. Adapted from Mendelssohn. 
11.10.11.10. 


Harriet Beecher Stowe (1812-1896), the author of 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” was a native of Litchfield, 
Conn., U.S.A. She was the daughter of a Congre- 
gational minister, and a sister of Henry Ward Beecher. 

Mendelssohn, the composer of “ Elijah” and “ St. 
Paul,” was born at Hamburg in 1899. His parents 
were of Jewish descent, but he wa3 baptized and 
brought up a Protestant Christian. He was great alike 


as a composer, conductor, pianist and organist. His 
short life (he died when thirty-eight years of age) was 
noble and exceptionally happy. 


m Sr1x1, still with Thee, when purple morn- 
ing breaketh, 
When the bird waketh, and the 
shadows flee ; 
Fairer than morning, lovelier than the 
daylight, 
Dawns the sweet consciousness, I am 
with Thee. 


p Alone with Thee, amid the mystic 
shadows, 
The solemn hush of nature newly born ; 
Alone with Thee, in breathless adoration, 
In the calm dew and freshness of the 
morn. 


When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, to 
slumber, 
Its closing eye looks up to Thee in 
prayer ; 
Sweet the repose, beneath Thy wings 
o’ershadowing, 
m But sweeter still to wake and find Thee 
there. 


So shall it be at last, in that bright morn- 
ing 
When the soul waketh, and life’s shadows 
flee ; 
{ O in that hour, more fair than daylight’s 
dawning, 
Shall rise the glorious thought, I am 
with Thee ! 


Harriet Beecher Stowe. 


246 God’s Hidden Love. 


Eaton. Z. Wyvill, 
Rest. 8.8.8.8.8.8. Sir John Stainer. 


Gerhard Tersteegen (1697-1769), the prince of German 
hymn-writers, was a man of deep piety and beauty of 
character. He chose the occupation of a ribbon- 
maker on account of its tranquility, and wrote out a 
solemn covenant of consecration to God, which he 


sizned with his own blood. Miss Winkworth says 
persons came to consult him from many European 
countries ; while if he went away for a rest, people 
would watch for him by the roadside and carry him off 
to the nearest barn, where a congregation would rapidly 
assemble to hear him preach. He set up a dispensary 
in his house for the poor, and compounded the medicines 
himself. This hymn, which was translated by John 
Wesley when at Sav annah, was originally headed 
“ The longing of the soul quietly to maintain the secret 
drawings of the love of God.” 


m Tuovu hidden love of God, whose height, 
Whose depth unfathomed, no man 
knows, ; 
I see from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I sigh for Thy repose ; 
p My heart is pained, nor can it be 
At rest, till it finds rest in Thee. 


m Thy secret voice invites me still 
The sweetness of Thy yoke to prove; 
And fain I would: but though my will 
Seems fixed, yet wide my passions rove, 
Yet hindrances strew all the way ; 
p I seek for Thee, yet from Thee stray. 


m °Tis mercy all, that Thou hast brought 
My mind to seek her peace in Thee ; 
Yet, while I seek, but find Thee not, 
No peace my wandering soul shall see: 
p O when shall all my wanderings end, 
And all my steps to Thee-ward tend ! 


Is there a thing beneath the sun 
That strives with Thee my heart to 
share ? 
Ah, tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of every motion there ! 
m Then shall my heart from earth be free, 
When it hath found repose in Thee. 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that lowly waits Thy call ; 
p Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
I am thy Love, thy God, thy All! 
m To feel Thy power, to hear Thy voice, 
To taste Thy love, be all my choice. ~ 


G. Tersteegen ; 
tr. J. Wesley. 


247 Retirement. | 
Dalkeith. 10.10.10.10. T. Hewlett. 


Bishop Bickersteth of Exeter was a broad-minded 
man, whose piety impressed al] who met him. Of his 
hymns Dr. Julian says, ‘‘ His thoughts are usually with 
the individual, not with the mass ; with the single soul, 
and not with a vast multitude bowed in adoration 
before the Almighty.”’ 

This hymn is based on Mark vi. 30-34. 


p Come ye yourselves apart and rest awhile, 
Weary, I know it, of the press and 
throng ; 
Wipe from your brow the sweat and dust 
of toil, 
m  Andin My quiet strength again be strong. 


Come ye aside from all the world holds 
dear, 
For converse which the world has never 
known, 
Alone with Me and with my Father here, 
With Me and with my Father not alone. 


Come, tell Me all that ye have said and 
done, 

Your victories and failures, hopes and 
fears : 

I know how hardly souls are wooed and 
won : 

p My choicest wreaths are always wet with 
tears. 


Come ye and rest: the journey is too 
great, 
And ye will faint beside the way and 
sink : 
m The bread of life is here for you to eat, 
And here for you the wine of love to 
drink, 


Then, fresh from converse with your Lord, 
return 
And work till daylight softens into even : 
The brief hours are not lost in which ye 
learn od 
More of your Master and His rest in 
heaven. 
EH. H. Bickersteth 


248 I Need Thee. 
I need Thee. P.M. and Chorus. R. Lowry. 


m I NEED Thee every hour, most gracious 
Lord ; 

No tender voice like Thine can peace 
afford. 


p I need Thee, O I need Thee ; 
Every hour I need Thee ; 

m O bless me now, my Saviour ! 
I come to Thee. 


m Ineed Thee every hour, stay Thou near by ; 
Temptations lose their power when Thou 
art nigh. 


m I need Thee every hour, in joy or pain; 
Come quickly and abide, or life is vain. 


m Ineed Thee every hour; teach me Thy will; 
And Thy rich promises in me fulfil. 


m I need Thee every hour, most Holy One: 
O make me Thine indeed, Thou blesséd - 

Son ! 
Annie S. Hawkes. 


249 The Indwelling Christ. 
Westminster. C.M. J. Twrle. 


J. C. Lavater (1741-1801), the son of a Zurich 
physician, was a great Swiss literary figure. During the 
Napoleonic wars, he was involved in trouble because 
of his out-spoken protest from his pulpit against the 
deportation, by the French, of some of the principal 
citizens of Zurich, and he was taken prisoner by the 
French troops and treacherously shot. This hymn was 
written for New Year's Day, with the motto “‘ He 
must increase, I must decrease.” 


p O Jesus Christ, grow Thou in me, 
And all things else recede ; 

m My heart be daily nearer Thee, 
From sin be daily freed. 


Each day let Thy supporting might 
My weakness still embrace ; 

My darkness vanish in Thy light, 
Thy life my death efface. 


} Fill me with gladness from above; 
Hold me by strength divine ; 
Lord, let the glow of Thy great love 
Through my whole being shine. 


p Make this poor self grow less and less, 
Be Thou my life and aim ; 

m O make me daily through Thy grace 
More worthy of Thy name ! 


Daily more filled with Thee my heart, 
Daily from self more free ; 
p Thou, to whom prayer didstrength impart, 
Of my prayer hearer be. 


m Let faith in Thee, and in Thy might, 
My every motive move, 
Be Thou alone my soul’s delight, 
My passion and my love. 


J. C. Lavater ; 
tr. Elizabeth L. Smith. 


250 Always with us. 
Slingsby. Sadeoaie #. S. Carter. 


m ALWAYS with us, always with us, 
Words of cheer and words of love ! 
Thus the risen Saviour whispers 
From His dwelling-place above. 


p With us when the storm is sweeping 
O’er our pathway dark and drear ; 

m Waking hope within our bosoms, 
Stilling every anxious fear; 


p With us when we toil in sadness, 
Sowing much and reaping none, 

m Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won. 


p With us in the lonely vall>y, 

When we cross the chilling stream, 
m Lighting up the steps to glory 
‘f With salvation’s radiant beam. 


E. H. Nevin. 


251 The Indwelling Christ. 


Nachtlied. 10.10.10.10.10.10. HH. Smart. 


Edwin Hatch, (1835-1889), Rector of Purleigh, 
and Reader of Ecclesiastical History at Oxford, was 
a man of abounding labours, who left upon his con- 
temporaries the impression of extraordinary powers. 
His famous Bampton Lectures on ** The Organisation 
of the Early Christian Churches” were translated 
into German—an unusual distinction—by Harnack. 
When a young curate he frequently preiched in the 
open-air in the East End of London, and his affection 
for the poor in our large cities never left him; on 
several occasions he supported Hugh Price Hughes 
on the platform at his Sunday afternoon meetings in 
St. James’s Hall. 


p I pARED not hope that Thou wouldst 
deign to come 
And make this lowly heart of mine Thy 
home, 
That Thou wouldst deign, O King of kings, 
to be 
E’en for one hour a sojourner in me 
m Yet art Thou always here to help, and 
bless, 
And lift the load of my great sinfulness. ° 


p I dared not ever hope for such a Guide 
To walk with me my faltering steps beside, 
To help me when I fall, and when I stray 
Constrain me gently to the better way ; 

m Yet art Thou always at my side to be 
A Counsellor and Comforter to me. 


p I do not always go where Thou dost lead, 
I do not always Thy soft whispers heed ; 
I follow other lights, and, in my sin, 
I vex with many a slight my Friend 
within : 


mYet dost Thou not, though grieved, 
from me depart, 
But guardest still Thy place within my 
heart. : 
E. Hatch. 


252 Communion with God. ~ 


Unde et Memores. W. H. Monk. 
10.10.10.10.10.10. 


Dr. Bright (1824-1901) was a Rugby boy under 
Arnold, and a friend in after life of Liddonand Pusey. 
He was a Professor of Ecclesiastical History at Oxford, 
and Dr. Sanday thought his great gifts and erudition 
merited a European reputation. He said that he 
wrote most of his hymns because he could not help it. 
Canon Liddon says of the following verses ‘‘ It is worth 
living for, to leave behind such a hymn, which will_be 
sung by unnumbered generations.” x 


m AND now, O Father, mindful-of the love, 
That bought us, once for all, on Cal- 
vary’s tree, 
And having with us Him that pleads 
above, 
We here present, we here spread forth 
to Thee 
That only Offering perfect in Thine eyes, 
The one true, pure, immortal Sacrifice. 


Look, Father, look on His anointed face, 
And only look on us as found in Him ; 
p Look not on our misusings of Thy grace, 
Our prayer so languid, and our faith 

so dim: 
m For lo ! between our sins and their reward 
We set the Passion of Thy Son our Lord. 


And then for those, our dearest and our 
best, 
By this prevailing Presence we appéal ; 
p O fold them closer to Thy mercy’s breast, 
O do Thine utmost for their soul’s 
true weal ; 
From tainting mischief keep them white 
and clear, 
And crown Thy gifts with strength to 
persevere. 


And so we come ; O draw us to Thy feet, 
Most patient Saviour, who can’st love 
us still ; 
And by Thy love so tender and so sweet 
Deliver us from every touch of ill: 
m In Thine own service make us glad and 


free, 
And grant us never more to part with 
Thee, 
W. Bright. 


253 = The City of God. 
Leeman. 6.6.6.6.6.6. F. Agnes Johnston. 


Among the supposed “ Sayings of Jesus’ discovered 
on the site of Oxyrhynchus, one of the cities of 
Ancient Egypt, there is this remarkable sentence, (as 
restored by the Editors) :—‘‘ Strive to know your- 
selves, and ye shall be aware that ye are the sons 
of the Almighty Father; and ye shall know that 
ye are in the city of God, and ye are the City.” 
The kingdom for which we long is not far away, 
“beyond the bright blue sky ’ :—‘‘ the kingdom of 
God is within you.” It is this thought to which the 
poet gives expression in the following hymn, which 


was written several years before the discovery of the 
“‘ Saying.” 


m O THOU not made with hands, 
Not throned above the skies, 
Nor walled with shining walls, 
Nor framed with stones of price, 
More bright than gold or gem, 
God’s own Jerusalem ! 


p Where’er the gentle heart 
Finds courage from above ; 
Where’er the heart forsook 
Warms with the breath of love; 
Where faith bids fear depart, 
m City of God! thou art. 


p Thou art whcre’er the proud 
In humbleness melts down ¢ 
Where self itself yields up ; 
Where martyrs win their crown ; 
m Where faithful souls possess 
Themselves in perfect peace, 


Where in life’s common ways 
With cheerful feet we go; 
p When in His steps we tread 
Who trod the way of woe; 
a2 Where He is in the heart, 
City of God! thou art. 


Not throned above the skies, 
Nor golden-walled afar, 
But where Christ’s two or three 
In His name gathered are ; 
f Be in the midst of them, 
God’s own Jerusalem ! 


F. T. Palgrave. 


254 The Light of Life. 


Emmaus. C.M. Anon. 


Bernard Barton (1774-1849), the Quaker poet, 
was born at Carlisle and educated at the Friends’ 
School at Ipswich. He resided during the greater 
part of his life at Woodbridge, where he made the 
acquaintance of Edward Fitzgerald, whose daughter 
he married. He chafed under the drudgery of office 
work (he was a bank-clerk) and longed for a literary 
eareer, but his friend Charles Lamb, in a characteristic 
remonstrance, told him ‘‘ he would do better to throw 
himself from the steep Tarpeian rock, slap-dash head- 
long upon iron spikes.’”’” So he stayed at his desk. 
Later in life Sir Robert Peel granted hima Civil Liat 
pension. In this hymn we find the characteristic 
Quaker teaching of the “ inner light.” 


m WALK in the light! so shalt thou know 
That fellowship of love 
His Spirit only can bestow, 
Who reigns in light above. 


Walk in the light! and thou shalt find 
Thy heart made truly His, 

Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined, 
In whom no darkness is, 


m Walk in the light! and thou shalt own 
Thy darkness passed away, 
} Because that Light hath on thee shone, 
In which is perfect day. 


m Walk in the light! and e’en the tomb 
No fearful shade shall wear ; 
/ Glory shall chase away its gloom, 
For Christ hath conquered there. 


m Walk in the light ! and thine shall be 
A path, though thorny, bright ; 

/ For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee, 
And God Himself is Light. 


B. Barton. 


255 Eternal Light. 


Newcastle. 8.6.8.8.6. H. L. Morley. 


Thomas Binney (1798-1874) furnishes a rare instance 
of a writer immortalised by one hymn. He confessed 
that he had written ‘‘ cartloads of poetry,” but it is 
by these verses that he is known. It is related that 
one evening. after watching the sun set and the moon 
and the stars slowly shining forth in the growing 
darkness, the thought that the sky is never free from 
light—‘‘ eternal light ’’—deeply impressed him, and 
led him to write the hymn. 


m ETERNAL Light ! Eternal Light ! 
How pure the soul must be, 
When, placed within Thy searching sight, 
It shrinks not, but, with calm delight, 
Can live, and look on Thee ! 


The spirits that surround Thy throne 
May bear the burning bliss ; 
Rut that is surely theirs alone, 
p Since they have never, never known 
A fallen world like this. 


O how shall I, whose native sphere 
Is dark, whose mind is dim, 
Before th’ Ineffable appear, 
And on my naked spirit bear 
The uncreated beam ? 


m There is a way for man to rise 
To that sublime abode : 
An offering and a sacrifice, 
A Holy Spirit’s energies, 
An Advocate with God ;— 


These, these prepare us for the sight 
Of Holiness above : 
The sons of ignorance and night 
7 May dwell in the eternal Light, 
Through the eternal Love ! 
T. Binney. 


256 The Bread of Life. 
Gotilied. 6.4.6.4. F. GC. Maker. 


Mary Ann Lathbury (1841- ) wrote this hymn 
for the Chautauqua Literary Circle. She was the 
founder of the ‘Look-up Legion,” which consists 
of some thonsands of Sunday scholars in America 
Landed together for mutual kindness and helpfulness. 
and which has for its motto the four rules :— 


“Look up and not down.” 
“Lock forward and not back.” 
“ Look out and not in.” 
“Lend a hand.” 

p Break Thou the bread of life, 
O Lord to me; 

As Thou didst break the loaves 

Beside the sea ; 


Beyond the sacred page 
I seek Thee, Lord ; 
My spirit pants for Thee, 

O living Word! 


O send Thy Spirit, Lord, 
Now unto me, 

That He may touch mine eyes, 
And make me see: 


Show me the truths concealed 
Within Thy word, 
m Thus in ‘hy book revealed, 
1 see the Lord. 


m Bless Taou the truth, O Lord, 
To rae—to me, 
As Thou didst bless the bread 
By Galilee ; 


{ Then shall al! bondage cease, 
All fetters fall ; 
And I shall find my peace, 
My all in all. 
Mary Ann Laikbury. 


257 Hymn of the Pilgrim Fathers. 
Corona. C.M.D. B. Franklin. 


When the Pilgrim T'athers set sail for America, they 
were joined by a contingent from John Robinson’s 
Church at Leyden—a community of English refugees 
who had fled to Holland to eseape the persecution 
which fell upon the Puritans at home. There was 
a solemn farewell meeting of the Church, when Robinson 
preached an impressive sermon. The narrative says 
“* He charged us before God and His blessed angels, 
if God should reveal anything to us by any other 
instrument of His, to be as ready to receive it as any 
truth of his ministry ; for he was very confident the 
Lord had more light and truth yet to break forth out 
of His holy word.” 

G. Rawson (1807-1889) for many years practised as 
a solicitor in Leeds. 


m We limit not the truth of God 
To our poor reach of mind, 
By notions of our day and sect, 
Crude, partial, and confined. 
No, let a new and better hope 
Within our hearts be stirred ; 
f The Lord hath yet more light and truth 
To break forth from His word. 


m Who dares to bind to his dull sense 
The oracles of heaven, 
For all the nations, tongues, and climes, 
And all the ages given ? 
That universe, how much unknown ! 
That ocean unexplored ! 
j The Lord hath yet more light and truth 
To break forth from His word. 


p Darkling our great forefathers went 

The first steps of the way ; 
*Twas but the dawning, yet to grow 

Into the perfect day : 

m And grow it shall; our glorious Sun 
More fervid rays afford ; 

{ The Lord hath yet more light and truth 
To break forth from His word. 


p O Father, Son, and Spirit, send 
Us increase from above ; 
Enlarge, expand all Christian souls 
To comprehend Thy love ; 


m And make us all go on to know, 
With nobler powers conferred, 

f The Lord hath vet more light and truth 
To break forth from His word. 


G. Rawson. 


258 The Book of Nature. 
St. Flavian. C.M. Day's Psalter, 1562. 


John Keble (1792-1866), though a man of brilliant 
attainments, and acknowledged by the leaders of the 
Oxford movement to be the most inspiring force in 
it, was content to seclude himself ina quiet Hampshire 
Vicarage for thirty years. Pusey describes his 
“Christian Year ’”’ as the real source of the Oxford 
movement, but the book is unconfined by sectarian 
boundaries, and is the heritage of the church universal. 
“ Keble’s works,” it has been said, “ breathe 
on every page the spirit of purity, of gentieness, 
and of love, and bear witness to the depth and sin- 
cerity of his inner life, and to the reality of his com- 
munion with the Divine.” 

In this hymn he elaborates his favourite thought 
that Nature in all her moods is a revelation of the 
Divine Creator. 

The tune is a very old one. It appeared along 
with the “Old Hundredth”’ in Sternhold’s “ Old 
Version ” in 1562, in melody form, set to the hundred- 
and thirty-second Psalm. 


m THERE is a book who runs may read, 
Which heavenly truth imparts ; 
And all the lore its scholars need, 
Pure eyes and Christian hearts. 


The works of God above, below, 
Within us and around, 

Are pages in that book, to show 
How God Himself is found. 


The glorious sky, embracing all, 
Is like the Maker’s love, 

Wherewith encompassed, great and small 
In peace and order move. 


p The dew of heaven is like Thy grace, 
It steals in silence down ; 

m But where it lights, the favoured place 
By richest fruits is known. 


Two worlds are ours: ‘tis only sin 
Forbids us to descry 

The mystic heaven and earth within, 
Plain as the sea and sky. 


Thou, who hast given me eyes to see 
And love this sight so fair, 

Give me a heart to find out Thee, 
And read Thee everywhere. 


J. Keble. 


259 The Benedicite. 
(The Song of the Three Children). 


Seraphim. 4.4.7/8.8.7. H. Smart. 


The Song of the Three Children (of which this 
hymn is a tree paraphrase) was early adopted for 
Liturgical use in the Christian Church. It is ap- 
pointed to be sung in the Church of England as an 
alternative to the Te Deum, and will be found in full 
in the Apocrypha. It is a song of thanksgiving 
which Shanon Meshach and Abednego are supposed 
to have sung as they walked in the midst of the fiery 
furnace. Its reiterated refrain ‘* Praise and exalt 
Him above all for ever and ever” is impressive. 
“Tt is,” says C. J. Ball “like the monotony of the 
winds or the waves; and powerfully suggests to the 
imagination the amplitude and splendour of God’s 
world, and the sublimity of the universal chorus of 
praise.” The following version has found a place 
in many hymnals, notably those of the Jewish Church. 

John Stuart Blackie (1809-1895), philosopher and 
Professor of Greek at Edinburgh, figured as a patriotic 
champion of Scottish nationality, and was the author 
of numerous prose and poetical works. 


if ANGELS holy, 
High and lowly, 

Sing the praises of the Lord! 
Earth and sky, all living nature, 
Man, the stamp of thy Creator, 

Praise ye, praise ye God the Lord! 


m Sun and moon bright, 
Night and noon-light, 
Starry temples azure-floored, 
Cloud and rain, and wild wind’s madness, 
Sons of God that shout for gladness, 
ft Praise ye, praise ye God the Lord ! 


m Ocean hoary, 
Tell His glory; 
Cliffs, where tumbling seas have roared, 
Pulse of waters, blithely beating, 
Wave advancing, wave retreating, 
f Praise ye, praise ye God the Lord ! 


n Rock and highland, 
Wood and island, 

Crag, where eagle’s pride hath soared ; 
Mighty mountains, purple-breasted, 
Peaks cloud-cleaving, snowy-crested, 

f Praise ye, praise ye God the Lord ! 


Rolling river, 
Praise Him ever, 
From the mountain’s deep vein pourcd ; 
p Silver fountain, clearly gushing, 
nv Troubled torrent, madly rushing, 
f Praise ye, praise ye God the Lord ! 


Praise Him ever, 
Bounteous Giver ; 

Praise Him, Father, Friend and Lord ! 
Each glad soul its free course winging, 
Each glad voice its free song singing, 

Praise the great and mighty Lord ! 


J. S. Blackie. 


*260 We Lift our Hearts 
in Chorus. 


Eryholme. 7.6.7.6.D. R. S. Newman. 


This hymn is taken from a smal! volume of verses 
entitled *‘ Red Letter Days,” and isa song of thanks 
to God for the might, goodness, care and beauty which 
He reveals to us in the world of nature. It was 
written at Capel Curig, North Wales. 


m We lift our hearts in chorus 
To God’s great heart above ; 
His goodness goes before us; 
Around us is His love ; 


He fixed the hills in splendour 
And _ broadly-rooted height, 
} And He, our sure Defender, 
Shall guard us with His might. 


p We breathe to Him our praises, 
Who gives us breath to pray ; 
m On us His kindness gazes 
And wakes the glowing day: 
His heaven we inherit, 
His spacious shining sea ; 
} They rouse our pining spirit, 
And teach us to be free. 


m We give Him thanks, confessing 
New mercies every morn, 
Who fills the earth with blessing 
Of fruit, and herb and corn ; 
The young of all things living, 
The thousand flocks that feed, 
He gave, and He is giving 
The food His children need. 


/ His are the sparkling fountains, 

The heather-covered hills, 

The purple of the mountains, 
The yellow daffodils : 

May song and life and story 
To God their anthem give ; 

Earth’s fulness is His glory, 
And in His light we live. 


W. C. Braithwaite. 


261 O Worship the King. 
Houghton. 5.5.5.5.6.5.6.5. H. J. Gauntleit. 


Sir R. Grant (1785-1838) was for some time, like 
his father before him, member of Parliament for 
Inverness. When in Parliament, he persistently 
advocated the removal of the civil disabilities of the 
Jews. He subsequently became Governor of Bombay. 
The hymn is a free paraphrase of the Greene as 
and-fourth Psalm. 


j O worsuir the King, 
All glorious above ; 
O gratefully sing 
His power and His love; 


Our Shiold and Defender, 
The Ancient of Days, 

Pavilioned in splendour 
And girded with praise. 


O tell of His might, 
O sing of His grace, 
Whose robe is the light, 
Whose canopy, space ; 
m Whose chariots of wrath 
The deep thunder-clouds form ; 
And dark is His path 
On the wings of the storm. 


The earth, with its store 
Of wonders untold, 
Almighty ! Thy power 
Hath founded of old; 
Hath ’stablished it fast 
By a changeless decree, 
And round it hath cast, 
Like a mantle, the sea. 


Thy bountiful care 
What tongue can recite ? 
It breathes in the air, 
It shines in the light, 
It streams from the hills, 
It descends to the plain, 
p And sweetly distils 
In the dew and the rain. 


Frail children of dust, 

And feeble as frail, 

m In Thee do we trust, 
Nor find Thee to fail ; 
Thy mercies how tender, 
How firm to the end, 

f Our Maker, Defender, 
Redeemer and Friend ! 


O measureless Might ! 
Ineffable Love ! 

While angels delight 
To hymn Thee above, 


m The humbler creation, 
Though feeble their lays, 
f With true adoration 
Shall lisp to Thy praise. 


Sir R. Grant. 


262 God is Good. 
Confidence. L.M. Wm. Moore. 


J. H.-Gurney (1802-1852) was Prebendary of St. 
Paul’s Cathedral, and Editor of the “ Lutterworth ” 
collection of hymns, where this one, which is founded 
on a short poem of American origin, first appeared. 


“So, then, believe that every bird that sings, 
And every fiower that stars the bright green sod, 
And every thought the happy summer brings, 
To the pure spirtt is a word of God.” 


HARTLEY COLERIDGE. 


{ Yes, God is good: in earth and sky, 
From ocean-depths and spreading wood, 
Ten thousand voices seem to ery, 
“God made us all, and God is good.” 


The sun that keeps his trackless way, 
And downward pours his golden flood, 

Night’s sparkling hosts, all seem to say, 
In accents clear, that God is good. 


The merry birds prolong the strain, 
Their song with every spring renew’d, 
m And balmy air, and falling rain, 
p Each softly whispers, “ God is good.” 


m I hear it in the rushing breeze ; 
The hills that have for ages stood, 
The echoing sky and roaring seas 
f All swell the chorus, “ God is good.” 


m Yes, “‘ God is good,” all nature says, 
By God’s own hand with speech endued; 
{ And man, in louder notes of praise, 
Should sing for joy that God is good. 


m For all Thy gifts we bless Thee, Lord ; 
But chiefly for our heavenly food ; 
Thy pardoning grace, Thy quickening 
word, 
f These prompt our song that God is good. 


J. H. Gurney. 


263 God’s Beautiful World. 


All things bright. W. H. Monk. 
7.6.7.6. Iambic, and Chorus (1st v. irregular). 


1 j Att things bright and beautiful, 
- All creatures great and small, 
All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all, 


2 m Each little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colours, 
He made their tiny wings. 


Chorus f All things, etc. 


3 m The purple-headed mountain, 
The river running by, 
The sunset, and the morning 
That brightens up the sky, 


f All things, etc. 


4 m The cold wind in the winter, 
The pleasant summer sun, 
The ripe fruits in the garden, 
He made them every one. 


} All things, ete. 


5 m He gave us eyes to see them, 
And lips that we might tell 
ft How great is God Almighty, 
Who has made all things well. 
f All things, ete. 
C. Frances Alexander. . 


264 A Hymn of Praise. 


Morgenlied. 8.7. (12 lines.) F.C. Maker. 


Robert Walmesley (1831-1905) was for many years 
an active member of the Manchester Sunday School 
Union. He was a keen lover of nature, and many of 
his hymns were written among the beautiful scenery 
os the Peak, where he spent the last few years of his 
ife. 


f Pratsr the Lord: His works exalt Him, 
Ev’rywhere o’er land and sea ; 
Call from rock, and wave, and mountain, 
Speak from bud, and leaf, and tree ; 
p Stars in silence tell His glory, 
Tiny insects hum His praise, 
Birds of every song and plumage 
Trill His name in sweetest lays, 
m Praise the Lord: O all ye people, 
Young and old, in glad accord, 
Grateful hearts in song uplifting, 
f Swell the chorus—Praise the Lord ! 


p Praise the Lord: His tender mercy 
Broods o’er every living thing ; 
Calling all the world to nestle 
Safe beneath His sheltering wing. 
Bruised and broken hearts He healeth, 
List’neth to the orphan’s prayer, 
Ievery cry and sigh He noteth, 
For His love is everywhere. 
f Praise the Lord: O all ye people, 
Young and old, in glad accord, 
Grateful hearts in song uplifting, 
For His goodness—Praise the Lord ! 


71 Praise the Lord: His great redemption 
Reaches where no thought can climb : 
Rebel man restored, forgiven, 
Conquered by a love sublime ! 
Who can sing that wondrous story ? 
Vainly choicest notes I bring ; 
Lend your golden harps, ye seraphs, 
While my Saviour’s love I sing. 
{ Praise the Lord: O all ye people, 
Young and old, in glad accord, 
Grateful hearts in song uplifting 
Tor a Saviour—Praise the Lord ! 


R. Welmesley. 


265 For the Sick. 
St. Matthew. C.M.D. W. Croft. 


E. H. Plumptre (1821-1891) was Dean of Wells, 
and held many other influential appointments, 
including a seat on the Old Testament Revision 
Committee. One of the results of his residence at 
Wells was his biography of Bishop Ken. This hymn 
was written for his theological class at King’s College. 

The tune made its first appearance, together with 
“St. Anne ” and “‘ Hanover,” in the Psalter of 1708. 
They were issued anonymously, but are now univer- 
sally ascribed to Dr. Croft. 


{ TxrINe arm, O Lord, in days of old 

Was strong to heal and save ; 
It triumphed o’er disease and death, 

O’er darkness and the grave : 

m To Thee they went, the blind, the dumb, 
The palsied and the lame, 

p The leper with his tainted life, 
The sick with fevered frame ; 


f And lo, Thy touch brought life and health, 
Gave speech, and strength, and sight ; 
And youth renewed and frenzy calmed 
Owned Thee, the Lord of Light. 
p And now, O Lord, be near to bless, 
Almighty as of yore, 
In crowded street, by restless couch, 
As by Gennesareth’s shore. 


Be Thou our great Deliverer still, 
Thou Lord of life and death, 

Restore and quicken, soothe and bless 
With Thine almighty breath : 

m To hands that work and eyes that see 

Give wisdom’s heavenly lore, 

That whole and sick, and weak and strong, 

t May praise Thee evermore. 


E. H. Plumptre. 


266 A Prayer for the Sick. 
Requiem. bear ets af ef are W. Schulthes. 


Mrs. Thring says that this hymn was written as 
suitable for hospitals, as there were not many available 
for such a purpose. 


m Thou to whom the sick and dying 
Ever came, nor came in vain, 
Still with healing word replying 
To the wearied cry of pain ; 
p Hear us, Jesus, as we meet, 
Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 


Still the weary, sick, and dying 
Need a brother’s, sister’s care ; 
mn On Thy higher help relying, 
May we now their burdens share ; 
Bringing all our offerings meet, 
p Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 


m May each child of Thine be willing, 
Willing both in hand and heart, 
All the law of love fulfilling, 
Ever comfort to impart, 
Ever bringing offerings meet, 
p Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 


m So may sickness, sin, and sadness 
To Thy healing power yield, 
Till the sick and sad, in gladness 
Rescued, ransomed, cleanséd, healed, 
{ One in Thee together meet, 
Pardoned at Thy judgment-seat. 


- G. Thring. 


267 Rest. 


Requiescat. 1.121. 1.8.8: 7. Bs Dykes. 


“ This hymn,” says Canon Ellerton’s biographer, “‘ has 
been sung, and will continue to be sung, at the grave- 
side of princes, divines, statesmen, poets, artists, authors, 
as well as of many a Christian !abourer in humbler life.”’ 
The author acknowledged his indebtedness for many 
of its thoughts and expressions to a poem by Gerald 
Moultrie, beginning, ‘‘ Brother, now the toils are o’er.” 


m Now the labourer’s task is o’er ; 
Now the battle-day is past ; 
Now upon the farther shore 
Lands the voyager at last, 
p Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 


m There the tears of earth are dried ; 
There its hidden things are clear ; 
There the work of life is tried 
By a juster Judge than here. 
p Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 


m There the sinful souls that turn 
To the cross their dying eyes, 
All the love of Christ shall learn 
At His feet in Paradise. 
p Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 


m There no more the powers of hell 
Can prevail to mar their peace ; 
Christ the Lord shall guard them well ; 
He who died for their release. 
p Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 


‘“‘ Barth to earth, and dust to dust ;” 
Calmly now the words we say ; 
m In the sure and certain trust 
Of the Resurrection day. 
p Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 


J. Ellerton. 


268 All Saints. 
St. Philip. 10.10.10.4. Sir Joseph Barnby. 


“Walsham How felt the fervour of Catholic life ; 
the great host of God’s serving, struggling, martyred, 
yet triumphant children passed before his view; he 
saw the glorious procession of the sons of God as they 
swept through the open gates of Paradise; he heard 
their victorious song of praise; the Alleluia of the 
redeemed rang in his ears and passed into music in 
this noble hymn.” Bishop Boyd Carpenter. 


m For all the saints who from their labours 
rest, 
Who Thee by faith before the world 
confessed, 
} Thy name, O Jesu, be for ever blest. 
Alleluia ! 


Thou wast their Rock, their Fortress, and 
their Might ; 
m Thou, Lord, their Captain ‘in the well- 
fought fight ; 
Thou in the darkness drear their one 
true light. 


tf Alleluia ! 
p Omay Thy soldiers, faithful, true, and 
bold, 
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of 
old, 
m And win, with them, the victor’s crown of 
gold. 
Alleluia ! 


m O blest communion! Fellowship divine ! 
p We feebly struggle; (m) they in glory 


shine ! 
j Yet all are one in Thee, for all are Thine. 
Alleluia ! 
m And when the strife is fierce, the warfare 
long, 
p Steals on the ear the distant triumph- 
song, 
jf And hearts are brave again, and arms 
are strong ! 
Alleluia ! 


p The golden evening brightens in the west : 
Soon, soon to faithful warriors cometh 


rest ; 
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest. 
Alleluia ! 
m But lo! there breaks a yet more glorious 
day ; 


The saints triumphant rise in bright array ; 
/ The King of Glory passes on His way ! 
Alleluia ! 


From earth’s wide bounds, from ocean’s 
farthest coast, 
Through gates of pearl streams in the 
countless host, 
Singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost— 
Alleluia ! 


W. W. How 


269 The God of the Living. 
St. Chrysostom. 8.8.8.8.8.8. Sir Joseph Barnby. 


This hymn, which is believed to have been written 
on the death of one of Ellerton’s Sunday scholars, was 
sung at his own funeral. Until his time, almost the 
only funeral hymn in general use was the “ Dies Irae.” 
Grand and awful as that hymn of judgment is, here 
we have notes of confidence and hope which have 
comforted, and will continue to comfort, many be- 
reaved hearts. 


m Gop of the living, in whose eyes 
Unveiled -Thy whole creation lies ; 
All souls are Thine; we must not say 
That those are dead who pass away ; 
From this our world of flesh set free, 
f We know them living unto Thee. 


p Not spilt like water on the ground, 
Not wrapp’d in dreamless sleep profound, 
Not wandering in unknown despair, 
Beyond Thy Voice, Thine Arm, Thy care; 
Not left to lie like fallen tree,— 

m Not dead, but living unto Thee. 


Thy word is true, Thy will is just ; 
To Thee we leave them, Lord, in trust ; 
p And bless Thee for the love which gave 
Thy Son to fill a human grave, 
m That none might fear that world to see, 
f Where all are living unto Thee, 


p O Giver unto man of breath, 
O Holder of the keys of death, 
O Quickener of the life within, 
Save us from death, the death of sin ; 
m That body, soul, and spirit be 
f For ever living unto Thee. 
J. Ellerton. 


270 The Roll Call. 


The Roll Call. J. M. Black. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


The author says he wrote this hymn one evening 
after attending a Sunday School consecration meeting 
at which one of the members, a young girl whose 
father was a drunkard, failed to answer to her name 
when the roll was called over. He spoke to those 


pre3ent of what a sad thing it would be, when our 
names are called from the Lamb’s Book of Life, if one 
should be absent. When he reached home, he wrote 
both words and tune. 


m WHEN the trumpet of the Lord shal! 
sound, and time shall be no more, 
And the morning breaks, eternal, bright, 
and fair ; 
When the saved of earth shall gather over 
on the other shore, 
And the roll is called up yonder, Ill 
be there. 


j When the roll is called up yonder, © 
When the roll is called up yonder, 
When the roll is called up yonder, 

When the roll is called up yonder 
Tl be there. 


m On that bright and cloudless morning when 
the dead in Christ shall rise, 
And the glory of His resurrection share, 
When His chosen ones shall gather to 
their home beyond the skies, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be 
there. 


m Let me labour for the Master from the 
dawn till setting sun, 
Let me talk of all His wondrous love 
and care; 
Then, when all of life is over, and my work 
on earth is done, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I'll be 
there. 
J. M. Black. 


271 The Heavenly Country. (I). 


Andreas Hofer (b). Tyrolese National Song. 
7.6.7.6.D. 


Bernard (twelfth century), the son of English 
parents, spent the greater part of his life in the Abbey 
of Cluny, which is said to have been the most luxurious 
in Europe, no less than two thousand smaller 
teligious houses conforming to its rule. But as he 
gazed on its magnificent buildings, its pumptuous 
table, and its elaborate ritual, the awestricken monk 


turned from these vanities, and In a scathing satire 
contrasted the luxury of the Church with the poverty 
and wretchedness of the people, and with the undying 
glories of Heaven. 

Dr. Julian says there is no otherinstance in literature 
of a satire having enriched our hymnology, but the 
genius of Dr. Neale has extracted from the pious 
monk’s poem the hymns, “Jerusalem the golden,” 
“For Thee, O dear, dear country’’ and “ Brief life 
is here our portion.” 

The melody is from a folk-song to the memory of 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese national hero, who was 
shot by the French during the Napoleonic Wars. 


m Tse world is very evil, 
The times are waxing late ; 
Be sober and keep vigil, 
The Judge is at the gate, 
p The Judge that comes in mercy, 
m The Judge that comes with might, 
To terminate the evil, 
f To diadem the right. 


m Arise, arise, good Christian, 
Let right to wrong succeed ; 

p Let penitential sorrow 

m To heavenly gladness lead, 

f To light that hath no evening, 
That knows nor moon nor sun, 

The light so new and golden, 

The light that is but one. 


Then glory yet unheard of 
Shall shed abroad its ray, 

Resolving all enigmas,— 
An endless Sabbath day. 

m Strive, man, to win that glory, 

Toil, man, to gain that light, 

Send hope before to grasp it, 
Till hope be lost in sight. 


O sweet and blesséd country, 
The home of God’s elect! 
O sweet and blesséd country, 
That eager hearts expect ! 
p Jesus, in mercy bring us 
To that dear land of rest, 
m Who art, with God the Father, 
And Spirit, ever blest. 


Bernard of Cluny ; 
tr. J. M. Neale. 


272 The Heavenly Country (II.) _ 


St. Alphege. A. J. Gauntlett. 
7.6.7.6. Iambic. 


p Brrr life is here our portion ; 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care ; 

m The life that knows no ending, 
The tearless life, is there. 


O happy retribution : 
Short toil, eternal rest ; 
For mortals and for sinners 

A mansion with the blest. 


{ There grief is turned to pleasure, 
Such pleasure, as below 
No human voice can utter, 
No human heart can know: 


m And now we watch and strugg'e, 
And now we live in hope, 

p And Zion in her anguish 
With Babylon must cope. 


m And now we fight the battle, 
f But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 
And passionless renown. 


m I know not, O I know not. 
What joys await me there, 
What radianey of glory, 
What bliss beyond compare. 


} The morning ‘shall awaken, 
The shadows shall decay, 
And each true-hearted servant 
Shall shine as doth the day. 


m There God, our King and portion, 
In fulness of His grace, 
Shall we behold for ever, 
? And worship face to face. 


Bernard of Cluny; 
tr. J. M. Neale. 


273 For ever with the Lord. 
Nearer Home. S.M.D. I. B. Woodbury. 


Montgomery, in the preface to his poems, says, 
““T wrote neither to suit the manners, the taste, nor 
the temper of the age: but I appealed to universal 
principles and imperishable affections. . I 
sang of war—but it was the war of freedom, in which 
death was to be preferred to chains. . I 
sang the love of home. . . I sang the love 
man ought to bear towards his brother of every kindred 
and country and clime. I sang the love of virtue. 
. . . Isang too, the love of God, who is love.” 

This hymn was sung by the congregation at Hawarden 
Church immediately after Archbishop Benson’s 
fatal seizure during service there. 


f “For ever with the Lord!” 
Amen, so let it be; 
Life from the dead is in that word, 
*Tis immortality. 
m Here, in the body pent, 
Absent from Him [I roam, 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day’s march nearer home. 


My Father’s house on high, 
Home of my soul, how near 
At times to faith’s foreseeing eye 

Thy golden gates appear ! 
Ah, then my spirit faints 
To reach the land I love ; 
The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above. 


“For ever with the Lord!” 
Father, if ’tis Thy will, 

The promise of that faithful word 
E’en here to me fulfil. 
Be Thou at my right hand, 
Then can I never fail ; 

Uphold Thou me and I shall stand, 

f Fight, and I must prevail. 


p I hear at morn and even, 
At noon and midnight hour, 
The choral harmonies of heaven 
Earth’s Babel-tongues o0’erpower— 


276 The Homeland. A 
The Homeland. P.M. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 


These verses have often been wrongly attributed to 
the Rev. H. R. Haweis. Dr. Julian has failed to trace 
their authorship. 

This was the favourite hymn of C. H. Spurgeon 
during his last illness. It was sung to him just before 
his death at Mentone, and by the Stockwell Orphanage 
children at his ‘uneral. 

The melody is the first hymn-tune written by Sullivan. 

This great composer gained the Mendelssohn Scholar- 
ship at the age of fourteen, and afterwards achieved 
distinction in almost every department of musical life. 


m The Homeland! the Homeland ! 
The land of the free-born ; 

{ There’s no night in the Homeland, 
But aye the fadeless morn; 

p (m sighing for the Homeland, 
My heart is aching here ; 

m There’s no pain in the Homeland, 
To which I’m drawing near. 


{/ My Lord is in the Homeland, 
With angels bright and fair ; 
There’s no sin in the Homeland, 
And no temptation there ; 
m The voices of the Homeland 
Are ringing in my ears, 
p And when I think of the Homeland, 
My eyes are filled with tears. 


m For those I love in the Homeland 
Are calling me away 
To the rest and peace of the Homeland, 
And the life beyond decay : 
{ For there’s no death in the Homeland, 
There is no grief above: 
» Christ bring us all to the Homeland 
Of His eternal love. 


Anon. 
277 ~=Crossing the Bar. 
Crossing the Bar. P.M. F.C. Maker. 


This poem was written in Tennyson’s eighty-first 
year, as he journeyed from Aldsworth to Faringdon. 
His son says “‘ Before he reached Faringdon he had the 
‘Moaning of the Bar’ in his mind, and after dinner 


he showed me this poem written out. I said, * That 
ws the crown of your life’s work. He answered, 
‘Tt came in a moment.’ He explained the Pilot as 
‘that Divine and Unseen who is always guiding us.’ 
Shortly before his death, Tennyson expressed a desire 
that the poem should appear at the end of all future 
editions of his works. 


m SUNSET and evening star, 
And one clear call for me ! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 
p But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 
m When that which drew from out the 
boundless deep 
p Turns again home. 


m Twilight and evening bell, 
p And after that the dark ! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark ; 
For though from out our bourne of Time 
and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 
} I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
p When I have crost the bar. 


Tennysoir. 


278 A Prayer for Absent Ones. 
Bullinger. 8.5.8.3. E. W. Bullinger. 


p Hoty Father, in Thy mercy 
Hear our anxious prayer, 
Keep our loved ones, now far absent, 
*Neath Thy care. 


Jesus, Saviour, let Thy presence 
Be their light and guide ; 

Keep, O keep them, in their weakness, 
At Thy side. 


When in sorrow, when in danger, 
When in loneliness, 

In thy love look down and comfort 
Their distress. 


m May the joy of Thy salvation 
Be their strength and stay ; 
May they love and may they praise Thee 
Day by day. 


p Holy Spirit, let Thy teaching 
Sanctify their life ; 
Send Thy grace, that they may conquer 
In the strife. 


Isabella S. Stephenson. 


279 For Those at Sea. 
Melita. 8.8.8.8.8.8. J. B. Dykes. 


William Whiting (1825-1878) was for the greater 
part of his life master of Winchester College Choris- 
ters’ School. The popularity of this hymn is enhanced 
by Dr. Dykes’ melody, which has been aptly named 
“Melita,” as suggestive of the shipwreck of St. Paul. 


m ETERNAL Father, strong to save, 
Whose arm hath bound the restless wave, 
Who bidst the mighty ocean deep 
Its own appointed limits keep: 
p O hear us whea we ery to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 


m O Christ, whose voice the waters heard, 
And hushed their raging at Thy word, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
And calm amid the storm didst sleep : 

p O hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 


m O Holy Spirit, who didst brood 
Upon the waters dark and rude, 
And bid their angry tumult cease, 
And give, for wild confusion, peace : 

p O hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 


m O Trinity of love and power, 
Our brethren shield in danger’s hour ; 
From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
Protect them wheresoe’er they go ; 
f Thus evermore shall rise to Thee 
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 


W. Whiting. 


HYMNS FOR THE HOME 


AND 


THE CHILDREN. 


280 Home, Sweet Home. 


Home, sweet Home. Sir Henry Bishop. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


This great national song—for such it has become— 
was first sung in the opera ‘‘ Clari, or The Maid of 
Milan,” at Covent Garden Theatre. John Howard 
Payne, the author, was an American, and he wrote 
the verses one dreary day in October, 1822, when on a 
visit to Paris. The tune was composed by Sir H. 
Bishop, who described it as a Sicilian Air.. Jenny 
Lind created a profound sensation by her rendering 
of the song, in the presence of the author, at a great 
concert at Washington, U.S.A., and it rapidly attained 
world-wide fame. Payne became British Consul at 
Tunis, where he died in 1852. On his tombstone are 
inscribed the lines :— 


“Sure, when thy gentle spirit fled 
To realms beyond the azure dome, 
With arms outstretched, God’s angel said, 
“ Welcome to Heaven’s Home, Sweet Home.’ ” 
[roam, 
m *Mrp pleasures and palaces though we may 
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like 
home. {there, 
A charm from the sky seems to hallow us 
Which, seek through the world, is ne’er 
met with elsewhere. 
p Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
m There’s no place like home ! 
There’s no place like home ! 
[vain, 
p An exile from home, splendour dazzles in 
O give memy lowly thatched cottage again ; 
m The birds singing gaily that came at my 
eall ; 
Give me these, with the peace of mind 
dearer than all. 


m How sweet, too, to sit, "neath a fond 
father’s smile, [beguile. 
And the cares of a mother to soothe and 


Let others delight ’mid new pleasures to 
roam, [home ! 
But give me, O give me the pleasures of 


m To thee I'll return, overburdened with 
care, (there. 

The heart’s dearest face will smile on me 
No more from that cottage again will I 


roam, [home. 
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like 
J. H. Payne. 


281 Love at Home. 


Love at Home. J. H. McNaughton. 
P.M. and Chorus. 


This song is one of those popular melodies which the 
p2ople do not willingly let die. It comes from America, 
and is included here in the hope that its homely 
message will make some happy firesides happier, 
and bring a ray of hope to sad ones. 


m THERE is beauty all around, 

When there’s love at home; 
There is joy at every sound, 

When there’s love at home. 
Peace and plenty here abide, 
Smiling sweet on every side, 

p Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 

When there’s love at home. 

f Love at home, love at home, 
p Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 
When there’s love at home. 


m Windly heaven smiles above, 
When there’s love at home; 
All the earth is filled with love, 
When there’s love at home. 
Sweeter sings the brooklet by, 
Brighter beams the azure sky: 
O there’s One who smiles on high 
When there’s love at home. 
f Love at home, love at home, 
p O there’s One who smiles on high 
When there’s love at home, 


p Jesus, make me wholly Thine, 
im Then there’s love at home, 
p May Thy sacrifice be mine, 
m Then there’s love at home. 
Safely from all harm I'll rest, 
With no sinful care distrest, 
Through Thy tender mercy blest, 
With Thy love at home. 
} Love at home, love at home, 
p Through Thy tender mercy blest, 
With Thy love at home. 
J. H. McNaughton. 


282 The Old Home. 


Never Forgeé. G. F. Rost. 
7.6.7.6. D. and Chorus. 


j} Never forget the dear ones 

Around the social hearth ; 
The sunny smiles of gladness, 

The songs of artless mirth ; 

72 Though other scenes may woo thee 
In distant lands to roam, 

j Never forget the dear onés 
That cluster round thy home. 


m Never forget, never forget, 
Never forget the dear ones 
That cluster round thy home. 


m Ever their hearts are turning 
To thee when far away, 
Their love, so pure ‘and tender, 
Is with thee on thy way: 
Wherever thou may’st wander, 
Wherever thou may’st roam, 
f Never forget the dear ones 
That cluster round thy home. 


m Never forget thy father 
Who cheerful toiled for thee ; 
Within thy heart may ever 
Thy mother’s image be; 
Thy sister dear, and brother, 
They long for thee to come ; 
j Never forget the dear ones 
That cluster round thy home. 
ainon. 


283 Friendship. 


Abends. L.M. Sir Herbert S. Oakcley. 


Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-1894) annually contri- 
buted a poem, which he sometimes read and sometimes 
sang, to the reunion gatherings of his old college 
class. This practice he maintained for twenty-three 
years, until the little circle was reduced by death to 
three, when, we are told, “there was no poem, but 
something like tears.” 

The following verses are the eighteenth of theseries. 


m TxHov Gracious Power, whose mercy lends 
The light of home, the smile of friends, 
Our gathered flock Thine arms enfold, 
As in the peaceful days of old. 


Wilt Thou not hear us while we raise, 
In sweet accord of solemn praise, 
The voices that have mingled long 
In joyous flow of mirth and song ? 


For all the blessings life has brought, 

p For all its sorrowing hours have taught, 
For all we mourn, for ali we keep, 
The hands we clasp, the loved that sleep ; 


m The noontide sunshine of the past, 
These brief, bright moments fading fast, 
The stars that gild our darkening years, 
The twilight ray from holier spheres : 


We thank Thee, Father! let Thy grace 
Our loving circle still embrace, 

Thy mercy shed its heavenly store, 
Thy peace be with us evermore ! 


O. W. Holmes. 


284 A Prayer For Unity. 
Ohne Rast (Vienna). 7.7.7.7. J. H. Knecht. 
Intended by Wesley to be sung in the home circle. 


m JxEsSUS, Lord, we look to Thee, 
Let us in Thy name agree ; 
Show Thyself the Prince of Peace ; 
Bid our strife for ever cease. 


By Thy reconciling love 

Every stumbling-block remove ; 
Each to each unite, endear, 

Come, and spread Thy banner here. 


p Make us of one heart and mind, 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind, 
Lowly, meek, in thought and word 
Altogether like our Lord. 


m Let us for each other care, 
Each the other’s burden bear, 
To the world a pattern give, 
Show how true believers live. 


Free from anger and from pride, 
Let us thus in God abide ; 
All the depths of love express, 
All the heights of holiness. 
C. Wesley. 


285 A Hymn for Mothers. 


Christopher. 8.7.8.7.8.7. S. W. Meyer. 


A prize hymn, contributed by Miss Christian Burke 
(1859- ) to ‘“* The Treasury,” in 1904. The tune 
has been specially composed for this publication. 


m Lorp of life and King of glory, 
Who didst deign a child to be, 

p Cradled on a mother’s bosom, 
Throned upon a mother’s knee : 

m For the children Thou hast given 
We must answer unto Thee ! 


Since the day the blesséd mother 
Thee, the world’s Redeemer, bore, 
Thou hast crowned us with an honour 

Women never knew before ; 
And that we may bear it meetly 
We must seek Thine aid the more. 


p Grant us, then, pure hearts and patient, 
That in all we do and say 
Little souls our deeds may copy, 
And be never led astray ; 
Little feet our steps may follow 
In a safe and narrow way. 


m When our growing sons and daughters 
Look on life with eager eyes, 
Grant us then a deeper insight 
And new powers of sacrifice : 
Hope to trust them, faith to guide them 
Love that nothing good denies. 


May we keep our holy calling 
Stainless in its fair renown, 
That when all the work is over 
And we lay the burden down, 
j Then the children Thou hast given 
Still may be our joy and crown. 


Christian Burke. 


286 Jesus and the Children. 
Aihens. P.M. Creek Melody. 


Mrs. Jemima Luke (1813-1906), #ée Thompson, 
wrote this hymn in 1841, as she was journeying in 
a stage coach between Taunton and Wellington. 
She had previously been impressed by the old Greek 
air. and tried in vain to find a hymn that fitted it. 
It was sung at the village Sunday School at Blagdon 
(where her father was the Superintendent) on the 
following Sunday. The third verse was added later 
“‘to make it a missionary hymn.” Mrs. Luke’s 
husband was one of the founders of the Sunday School 

nion. 


m I THINK, when I read that sweet story of 
old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 
How He ealled little children as lambs to 
His fold, {then ; 
I should like to have been with them 
I wish that His hands had been placed on 
my head, [me, 
That His arm had been thrown around 
And that I might have seen His kind look 
when He said, 
Let the little ones come unto Me. 


Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may 
go, 
And ask for a share in His love ; 
And if I now earnestly seek Him below, 
T shall see Him and hear Him above, 


f In that beautiful place He is gone to 
prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven ; 
And many dear children are gathering 
there, 
For of such is the kingdom of heaven. 


p But thousands and thousands who wan- 
der and fall 
Never heard of that heavenly home ; 
m I should like them to know there is room 
for them all, 
And that Jesus has bid them to come. 
f I long for the joy of that glorious time, 
The sweetest, and brightest, and best, 
When the dear little children of every 
clime 
Shall crowd to His arms and be blest. 


Jemima Luke. 


287 Suffer the Little Children. 
Watermouth. 7.6.7.6.D. R. Jackson. 


Edward Paxton Hood (1820-1885) was a renowned 
London preacher. He wrote many hymns for children, 
which are marked by tenderness and picturesqueness. 


m Gop, who hath made the daisies, 
And every lovely thing, 
He will accept our praises, 
And hearken while we sing. 
p He says (though we are simple, 
Though ignorant we be), 
m Suffer the little children, 
and let them come to Me. 


Though we are young and simple, 
} In praise we may be bold; 
The children in the temple 
He heard in days of old; 
Re And if our hearts are humble, 
He says to you and me, 
m Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me. 


He sees the bird that wingeth 
Its way o’er earth and sky ; 
He hears the lark that singeth 
Up in the heaven so high ; 
p He sees the heart’s low breathings, 
And says (well pleased to see), 
m Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me. 


f Therefore we will come near Him, 

And joyfully we’ll sing ; 

No cause to shrink or fear Him, 
We'll make our voices ring ; 

For in our temple speaking, 
He says to you and me, 

Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me. 


E. P. Hood. 


288 The Child Samuel. 


Samuel. 6.6.6.6.8.8. Sir Arthur Sullivan. 


The author, James Drummond Burns (1823-1864), 
wrote an evening hymn for each day of the month. 


This one is based on 1 Samuel iii. 1-10. 


p  HusHED was the evening hymn, 
The temple courts were dark ; 
The lamp was burning dim 
Before the sacred ark, 
} When suddenly a voice divine 


Rang through the silence of the shrine. 


p  O give me Samuel’s ear, 
The open ear, O Lord, 
m Alive and quick to hear 
Each whisper of Thy word ; 
Like him to answer at Thy call, 
And to obey Thee first of all. 


p  O give me Samuel’s heart, 
A lowly heart that waits 
Where in Thy house Thou art, 
Or watches at Thy gates 
By day and night, a heart that still 
Moves at the breathing of Thy will. 


m  O give me Samuel’s mind, 
A sweet, unmurmuring faith, 
Obedient and resigned 
To Thee in life and death ; 
That I may read, with childlike eyes, 
Truths that are hidden from the wise. 
J.D. Burns. 


289 The Good Shepherd. 


Buckland. Uatlatlate L. G. Hayne. 


p Lovine Shepherd of Thy sheep, 
Keep Thy lambs, in safety keep ; 

m Nothing can Thy power withstand, 
None can pluck them from Thy Hand. 


p Loving Saviour, Thou didst give 
Thine own life that they might live, 
And the hands outstretch’d to bless 
Bear the cruel nails’ impress. 


m Loving Shepherd, ever near, 
Teach Thy lambs Thy voice to hear ; 
Suffer not their steps to stray 
From the straight and narrow way. 


Where Thou leadest may they go, 
Walking in Thy steps below, 
j Till before their Father’s Throne 
They shall know as they are known. 
Jane EH, Leeson. 


290 Guidance. 


St. Martin. UcUelotle French Melody 
(12th cent.). 
m FATHER, lead me day by day, 
Ever in Thine own sweet way ; 
Teach ine to be pure and true, 
Show me what I ought to do. 


When in danger, make me brave ; 
Make me know that Thou canst save ; 
Keep me safe by Thy dear side ; 

Let me in Thy love abide. 


p When I’m tempted to do wrong, 
Make me steadfast, wise, and strong ; 
And when all alone I stand, 

Shield me with Thy mighty hand. 


m When my heart is full of glee, 
Help me to remember Thee,— 
Happy most of all to know 
That my Father loves me so. 


p When my work seems hard and dry, 
May I press on cheerily ; 
Help me patiently to bear 
Pain and hardship, toil and care. 


m May I see the good and bright 
When they pass before my sight ; 
May I hear the heavenly voice 
When the pure and wise rejoice. 


May I do the good I know, 
Be Thy loving child below, 
f Then at last go home to Thee, 
Evermore Thy child to be. 
J. Page Hopps. 


291 Looking Upward. 
Excelsior. 7.6.7.6. Trochaic. J. Booth. 


m LOOKING upward every day, 
Sunshine on our faces ; 
Pressing onward every day 

Toward the heavenly places. 


p Growing every day in awe, 
For Thy name is holy ; 

Learning every day to love, 
With a love more lowly. 


m Walking every day more close 
To our Elder Brother ; 
Growing every day more true 
Unto one another. 


Leaving every day behind 
Something which might hinder ; 

Running swifter every day, 
Growing purer, kinder. 


p Lord, so pray we every day, 
Hear us in Thy pity, 

m That we enter in at last 

{ To the Holy City. 


Mary Butler. 


292 The Tender Shepherd. 


Evening Prayer. Sir John Stainer. 
Dijon. 8.7.8.7. German Air. 


A pathetic interest attaches to this children’s hymn, 
from the fact that Mrs. Duncan (1814-1840) wrote 
it for her own children a few months before her death, 
which occurred at the early age of twenty-six. 

Sir John Stainer in his youth was a chorister at 
St. Panl’s Cathedral, London, afterwards sneceeding 
Goss as organist there, and ultimately becoming 
Professor of Music at Oxford. His tunes, it has been 
said, are marked by a simplicity which re-ealls the 
psalm-tunes of an earlier day. He was very fond of 
children, for whose special benefit he wrote this simple 
melody (Evening Prayer). 


m JESUS, tender Shepherd, hear me ! 
Bless Thy little lamb to-night ! 
Through the darkness be Thou near me, 
Keep me safe till morning light. 


All this day Thy hand has led me, 
And I thank Thee for Thy care ; 

Thou hast clothed me, warmed and fed me; 
Listen to my evening prayer. 


Let my sins be all forgiven, 
Bless the friends I love so well ; 
Take me when I die to heaven, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell. 


Mary L. Duncan. 


293 Bedtime. 


Lytham. C.M. J.T. Lightwood. 


Annie Matheson (1853- ) has issued several 
volumes of poems. She possesses the rare gift of 
writing chilcren’s hymns, in language which can be 


understood by them. She was little more than a child 
herself—only thirteen years of age—when she wrote 
“Jesus, the children are calling,” which attracted 
the attention of George Macdonald. 

J. T. Lightwood, the composer of the tune, is a 
schoolmaster, and the author of “‘ Hymn Tunes and 
their Story.” 


m Lorp, when we have not any light, 
And mothers are asleep, 
Then through the stillness of the night 
Thy little children keep. 


p When shadows haunt the quiet room, 
Help us to understand 
That Thou art with us through the 
gloom, 
To hold us by the hand. 


And though we do not always see 
The holy angels near, 

O may we trust ourselves to Thee, 
Nor have one foolish fear. 


m So in the morning may we wake, 
When wakes the kindly sun, 
More loving for our Father’s sake 
To each unloving one. 


Annie Matheson. 


(Copyright : from ‘‘ The Sunday School Hymnary.”” 
By kind permission of the Sunday School Union). 


294 A Child’s Prayer. 
Onslow. L.M. D. Batchellor. 


{ Faruer, we thank Thee for the night, 
And for the pleasant morning light ; 
For rest, and food, and loving care, 
And all that makes the day so fair. 


p Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others kind and good ; 

m In all we do, in work or play, 
To grow more loving every day. 


Rebecca J. Weston. 


HYMNS 


FOR 


SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 


295 Ken’s Morning Hymn. 
Morning Hymn. ULM. F. H. Barihélémon. 


Archbishop Alexander says, “‘ Outside the Psalter, 
no lines have ever been so familiar to English Chris- 
tians as Ken’s morning and evening hymns. 
When we listen to them or repeat them with congenial 
spirit, in whatever clime we may be, the roses of the 
English dawn and the gold of the English sunset 
are in our sky.” Bishop Ken (1637-1711) wrote 
both the hymns for the boys of Winchester School, 
where he was Prebendary, and the boys sang them 
daily in their dormitories. When Bishop of Bath 
and Wells, it was Ken’s custom to have twelve poor 
men and women to dine with him weekly in his Hall ; 
and at his funeral at Frome,—which took place at 
daybreak on a March morning—twelve poor men 
carried the coffin. ‘‘One may wish,” says Dean 
Plumptre, “‘ but one can scarcely hope, that they 
sang his morning hymnasthe sun rose over his grave.” 

F. H. Barthélémon was an intimate friend of Haydn, 
and for some years conducted the orchestra at the 
Vauxhall Gardens. 


m AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 

} Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 


m Thy precious time misspent, redeem ; 
Each present day thy last esteem; 
Improve thy talent with due care ; 
For the great day thyself prepare. 


In conversation be sincere ; 

Keep conscience as the noontide clear ; 
p Think how all-seeing God thy ways, 

And all thy secret thought, surveys. 


f All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me while I slept : 

p Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless light partake. 


m Lord, I my vows to Thee renew ; 
Disperse my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 


Direct, control, suggest this day, 
All I design, or do, or say ; 

{ That all my powers, with all their might, 
In Thy sole glory may unite. 


T. Ken. 


296 Morning. 
Melcombe. L.M. S. Webbe. 


Keble, most modest of men, did not intend that his 
famous little volume ‘“‘ The Christian Year” should 
be published during his life-time, and when his friends 
persuaded him to print it, he issued it anonymously, 
and would never hear it praised. These lines are taken 
from the first poem in the book, headed ** His com- 
passions fail not, they are new every morning. ” 


f NEw every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 


New mercies each returning day 

Hover around us while we pray ; 

New perils past, new sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 


m If in our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 
New treasures still, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 


Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 
As more of heaven in each we see ; 

p Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 


m The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we ought to ask,— 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 


Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love, 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray. _ 
J. Keble. 


297 My Morning Song. 
St. Saviour. CO.M. F. G. Baker. 


George Macdonald (1824-1905), novelist and poet 
was a native of Huntley. A. H. Japp, in ‘“‘ The Poets 
of the Century,” says “ He is a poet of revolt, aiming 
at teaching a broader and more tender theology, in 
which the oneness of men through the common Father- 
hood of God shall be recognised. For him nature is 
at once the veil and face of God. In him the wor- 
shipper and poet can hardly be separated. He kneels 
as he sings.” 

f O Lorp of life, Thy quickening voice 
Awakes my morning song ; 
In gladsome words I would rejoice 


That I to Thee belong. 


I see Thy light, I feel Thy wind, 
The world, it is Thy word ; 
Whatever wakes my heart and mind, 
Thy presence is, my Lord. 


m, Therefore, I choose my highest part, 
And turn my face to Thee ; 

p Therefore, I stir my inmost heart 
To worship fervently. 


m Within my heart, speak, Lord, speak on, 
My heart alive to keep 
p Till comes the night, and, labour done, 
In Thee I fall asleep. 
G. Macdonald. 


(From Dr. George Macdonald's “Poetical Work;,”’ 
published by Chatto d& Windus, by whom pzimission is 
kindly given for its inclusion in this book.) 


298 The Gift of Light. 
Waltham. L.M. J. B. Calkin. 
m Lorp God of morning and of night, 

We thank Thee for Thy gift of light ; 

As in the dawn the shadows fly, 

We seem to find Thee now more nigh. 


Fresh hopes have wakened in the heart, 
Fresh force to do our daily part ; 

Thy slumber gifts our strength restore, 
Throughout the day to serve Thee more. 


p Yet whilst Thy will we would pursue, 
Oft what we would we cannot do ; 
The sun may stand in zenith skies, 
But on the soul thick midnight lies. 


m O Lord of light! ’tis Thou alone 
Canst make our darkened hearts Thine own; 
Though this new day with joy we see, 
Great Dawn of God! we cry for Thee. 


~ 


Praise God, our Maker and our Friend ; 

Praise Him through time, till time shall 
end; 

Till psalm and song His name adore 

Through heaven’s great day of Evermore. 


F. T. Palgrave. 


299 The Dawn of Day. 


Mainzer. L.M. J. Mainzer. 


Lucy Larcom (1824-1893) in her girlhood worked 
in a mill at Lowell, Mass. We are told that whilst 
the bobbins were being changed, she would sit in the 
window and learn poetry from newspaper cuttings, 
which she had pasted round the window frames, 
When she was nineteen years of age she recited some 
original verses in the presence of the poet Whittier, 
and the incident led to a life-long friendship and 
close association in literary work. 


m O Gop, Thy world is sweet with prayer ; 
The breath of Christ is in the air ; 
We rise on Thy free Spirit’s wings, 
And every thought within us sings. 


f Thou art our Morning and our Sun ; 
Our work is glad, in Thee begun ; 

m Our foot-worn path is fresh with dew, 
Tor Thou createst all things new. 


O God, within us and above, 
Close to us in the Christ we love, 

} Through Him, our only Guide and Way, 
May heavenly life be ours to-day. 


Lucy Larcom. 


300 Morning. 
Cassel. '7.7.7.7.7.7. Moravian Psalter, 1745. 


m At Thy feet, O Christ, we lay 
Thine own gift of this new day ; 
Doubt of what it holds in store 
Makes us crave Thine aid the more ; 

p Lest it prove a time of loss, 

Mark it, Saviour, with Thy cross. 


m If it flow on calm and bright, 
Be Thyself our chief delight ; 

p If it bring unknown distress, 

m Good is all that Thou dost biess ; 
Only, as its hours begin, 

p Pray we, keep them clear of sin. 


nv We in part our weakness know, 
And in part discern our foe ; 
Well for us, before Thine eyes 
All our danger open lies ; 

p Turn not from us while we plead 
Thy compassions and our need. 


m Fain would we Thy word embrace, 
Live each rnoment in Thy grace, 
All ourselves to Thee consign, 
Fold up all our wills in Thine, 
Think, arid speak, and do, and be 
Simply that which pleases Thee. 


p Hear us, Lord, and that right soon ; 
Hear, and grant the choicest boon 
That Thy love can e’er impart, 
m Loyal singleness of heart ; 
So shall this and all our days, 
f Christ our God, show forth Thy praise. 


W. Bright. 


301 The Sun of Righteousness. 


Lux Prima: Sir George A. Macfarren. 
WB Bal id  (-- 


This is a free translation of a hymn by Christian 


Knorr, Baron von Rosenroth (1636-1689), Prime 
Minister of Sulzbach. 


Miss Winkworth says “ The tribute of Germany 
(to the Christian Church) is pre-eminently that of 
sacred song. Her literature begins with a work of 
religious poetry, and from that time onwards has been 
always remarkably rich in productions of this class.” 

It is an interesting fact that German princes and 
nobles have for many centuries contributed singers 
to the Christian Church. 

m Jesus, Sun of righteousness, 
Brightest beam of love divina, 
With the early morning rays 
Do Thou on our darkness shine, 
And dispel with purest light 
All our night. 


p As on drooping herb and flower 
Falls the soft refreshing dew, 
m Vet Thy Spirit’s grace and power 
All our weary souls renew, 
Showers of blessing over all 
p Softly fall. 


m Like the sun’s reviving ray, 
May Thy love, with tender glow, 
All our coldness melt away, 
Warm and cheer us forth to go, 
Gladly serve Thee and obey 
All the day. 


p O our only Hope and Guide, 
Never leave us nor forsake ; 
Keep us ever at Thy side 
m Till th’ eternal morning break, 
Moving on to Zion’s hill, 
Homeward still. 


Lead us all our days and years 
In Thy straight and narrow way ; 
p Lead us through the vale of tears 
m To the land of perfect day, 
f Where Thy people, fully blest, 
Safely rest. 
C. K. von Rosenroth ; 
tr. Jane Borthwick 


302 Abide with Me. 


Eventide. W. H. Monk. 
Eventide. 10.10.10.10. G. A. Pope. 


When H. F. Lyte was incumbent of Lower Brixham, 
his health gave way and the doctor eventually ordered 
him abroad. In much weakness he preached his 
farewell sermon, and at its close he strolled on the 
seashore for a while, pondering his approaching leave- 
taking; then, returning home, he wrote this hymn 
and presented it to his family, accompanied by a 
tune which he had composed for it. A few weeks later 
he was dead. The hymn was not intended to refer 
to the natural evening, but to the evening of life. 

Monk’s tune was written, his wife tells us, in ten 
minutes, at a time of great sorrow—‘‘ when together we 
watched, as we did daily, the glories of the setting 
sun. As the last golden ray faded he took up some 
paper, and pencilled the tune that has gone over ail 
the earth.” 


Dr. Monk became well-known as the Musical Editor 
of ‘““ Hymns Ancient and Modern.” 
m ABIDE with m2! Fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens: Lord, with me 
abide ! 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me ! 


p Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day ; 
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass 
away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see; 
m O Thou, who changest not, abide with me! 


Come not in terrors, as the King of kings ; 

But kind and good, with healing in Thy 
wings ; 

Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea ; 

Come, Friend of sinners, thus abide with 
me. 


I need Thy presence every passing hour,— 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s 
ower ? [be ? 
“Who like Thyself my guide and stay can 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide 
with me! 


f I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless: 
Tils have no weight, and tears no bitterness ; 
Where is death’s sting ? where, grave, 

thy victory ? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 


p Hold thou Thy cross before my closing 
eyes ; {to the skies ; 

m Shine through the gloom, and point me 

j} Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s 
vain shadows flee ; 

p In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! 


H. F. Lyte. 


303 Sun of my Soul. 
Hursley. L.M. P. Riter. 


These verses suffer by being taken from their con- 
text. They appear in the ‘‘ Verses for Evening ’’ in 
“The Christian Year,’’ where the poet, after describing 
the beauty of the sunset and of the growing darkness 
which follows it, breaks into this devout prayer to Him 
whose light never fails. 


m Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if Thou be near : 
O may no earth-born cloud arise, 
To hide Thee from Thy servant’s eyes. 


p When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, 

m Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour’s breast ! 


Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without Thee I cannot live. 

p Abide with me when night is nigh, 
Tor without Thee I dare not die. 


If some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spurned to-day the voice divine, 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin, 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 


m Watch by the sick; enrich the poor 
With blessings from Thy boundless store. 
p Be every mourner’s sleep to-night 
Like infants’ slumbers, pure and light. 


m Come near and bless us when we wake, 
Ere through the world our way we take; 
f Till in the ocean of Thy love 
We lose ourselves in Heaven above. 


J. Keble. 


304 Peace at Eventide. 
eee 10.10.1010. 7. B. Dykes: 


John Ellerton’s (1826-1893) life was uneventfui 
but full of quiet goodness. When Vicar of Crewe 
Green, he worked earnestly among the railwaymen, 
and for some time conducted educational classes on 

. English history for their special benefit. He had a 
wide knowledge of hymns and hymnology. Though 
a strong Churchman, he rejoiced in the catholicity of 
our best hymns. ‘“* When we are really turning to God,” 
he said, ‘* we are all looking one way.” 

His biographer ranks this hymn with Ken’s 
“Glory to Thee, my God this night,’’ Keble’s 
“Sun of my soul,” and Lyte’s “ Abide with me” as 
one of the great evening hymns of the Church. ‘“* Eller- 
ton,”’ says Dr. Julian, “‘ loves the fading light and the 
peace of eve, and lingers in the shadows.” 


m SAviour, again to Thy dear name we raise 
With one accord our parting hymn of 


raise ; 
f We stand to bless Thee ere our worship 
cease, 
p Then, lowly kneeling, wait Thy word of 
peace. 


m Grant us Thy peace upon our homeward 

way ; 

With Thee began, with Thee shall end the 
day ; 

Guard Thou the lips from sin, the hearts 
from shame, 

That in this house have called upon Thy 
name. 


p Grant us Thy peace, Lord, through the 
coming night, 
m Turn Thou for us its darkness into light ; 
From harm and danger keep Thy children 
free, 
f For dark and light are both alike to Thee. 


m Grant us Thy peace throughout our 
earthly life, 
Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife ; 
Then, when Thy voice shall bid our conflict 
cease, 
p Call us, O Lord, to Thine eternal peace. 


J. Ellerton. 


305 World-wide Worship. 
St. Clement. 9.8.9.8. C. C. Scholefield. 


m THE day Thou gayest, Lord, is ended, 
The darkness falls at Thy behest ; 
To Thee our morning hymns ascended, 
Thy praise shall sanctify our rest. 


f We thank Thee that Thy Church un- 
sleeping, 
While earth rolls onward into light, 
Through all the world her watch is keeping, 
And rests not now by day or night. 


As o’er each continent and island 
The dawn leads on another day, 

The voice of prayer is never silent, 
Nor dies the strain of praise away. 


m The sun, that bids us rest, is waking 
Our brethren ’neath the western sky, 
And hour by hour fresh lips are making 
Thy wondrous doings heard on high. 


} So beit, Lord ; Thy throne shall never, 
Like earth’s proud empires, pass away ; 
Thy Kingdom stands, and grows for ever, 
Till all Thy creatures own Thy sway. 


J. Ellerton. 


306 The Divine Healer. 
Angelus. L.M. G. Josephi. 


An interesting discussion has centred round the 
first line of this hymn. Some versions say “ At even 
ere the sun was set,’ and others “* At even when the 
sun did set.’”’ Among the Jews, it would have been 
unlawful for a gathering of diseased persons to be 
held until the sun had gone down and the Sabbath 
was over. Dr. Julian therefore accepts the latter 
version. Henry Twells (1823-1900) was Canon of 
Peterborough. 


m Av even when the sun did set, 

The sick, O Lord, around Thee lay ; 
p O in what divers pains they met ! 
f O with what joy they went away ! 


p Once more ’tis eventide, and we, 
Oppressed with various ills, draw near ; 
What if Thy form we cannot see ? 
m We know and feel that Thou art here. 


p O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel ; 
For some are sick, and some are sad, 
And some have never loved Thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had ; 


And some have found the world is vain, 
Yet from the world they break not free ; 
And some have friends who give them 
pain, 
Yet have not sought a Friend in Thee ; 


And none, O Lord, have perfect rest, 
For none are wholly free from sin ; 
And they who fain would serve Thee best 
Are conscious most of wrong within. 


m O Saviour Christ, Thou too art man ; 
Thou hast been troubled, tempted, 
tried ; 
p Thy kind but searching glance can scan 
The very wounds that shame would 
hide ; 


{ Thy touch has still its ancient power ; 
No word from Thee can fruitless fall ; 
p Hear, in this solemn evening hour, 
And in Thy mercy heal us all. 


H. Twells. 


307 The Greek Evening Hymn. 


St. Anatolius. A. H. Brown. 
Lux Beatissima. 17.6.7.6.8.8. 2. Hopkins. 


This hymn, which has been unearthed for us by 
Dr. Neale, is attributed to Anatolius, a Greek hymn 
writer, who lived probably in the eighth century. 
Neale says ‘“ It is tothe scattered hamlets of Chios and 
Mitylene what Ken’s Evening Hymn is to the villages 
of our own land.” 


m THE day is past and over ; 
All thanks, O Lord, to Thee ; 


We pray Thee now that sinless 
The hours of dark may be : 
p O Jesu, keep us in Thy sight, 
And guard us through the coming night, 


nv The joys of day are over ; 
We lift the heart to Thee, ¥ 
And ask Thee that offenceless 
The hours of dark may be: 
p O Jesu, keep us in Thy sight, 
And guard us through the coming night, 


m The toils of day are over ; 
We raise the hymn to Thee, 
And ask that free from peril 
The hours of dark may be: 
p O Jesu, keep us in Thy sight, ~ 
And guard us through the coming night. 


m Be Thou our soul’s preserver, 
For Thou alone dost know 
How many are the perils 
Through which we have to go: 
} Lover of men, O hear our eall, 
And guard and save us from them all. 


Anatolius ; 
tr. J. M. Neale. 


308 The Walk to Emmaus. 
Rosegarth. 8.8.8.8.8.8. B.S. Newman. 


James Ashcroft Noble (1844-1896) was a well- 
known literary critic, and the author of “ Poems of 
the Inner Life” and other works. This poem recalls 
the tender Jines upon the same subject in Cowper's 
“ Conversation,” beginning, ‘‘ It happened on a solemn 
eventide.” They are based upon the narrative in 
Luke xxiv. 13-35. 
nv LorpD Jesus, in the days of old, 

Two walked with Thee by waning light, 
And love’s blind instinct made them bold 
To crave Thy presence through the 
night ; 
p As night descends, we too would pray ; 
O leave us not at close of day. 


m Day is far spent and night is nigh ; 
Stay with us, Saviour, through the 
night ; 


Talk with us, teach us tenderly, 
Lead us to peace, to rest, to light; 
Dispel our darkness with Thy face, 
f Radiant with resurrection grace. 


m The hours of day are glad and good, 
And good the gifts Thy hand bestows— 
The hody’s health, the spirit’s food, 
And rest, and after rest repose. 
We would not lose day’s golden gains, 
So stay with us as daylight wanes. 


Nor this night only, blesséd Lord, 
We every day and every hour 
Would walk with Thee Emmaus-ward, 
To hear Thy voice of love and power, 
And every night would by Thy’side 
Look, listen, and be satisfied. 
J. A. Noble. 


309 The Eternal Stars. 
Henleaze. 8.7.8.7.D. F. C. Maker. 


Samuel TLongfellow (1819-1892) was a_ brother 
of H. W. Longfellow. The ancestors of this famous 
family came, on both sides, from Yorkshire. The 
poet’s mother was a descendant of the Puritan couple, 
John and Priscilla Alden, whose names are immor- 
talised in the story of the “Courtship of Miles 
Standish.” 

p Now on land and sea descending, 
Brings the night its peace profound, 

m Let our vesper-hymn be blending 
With the holy calm around. 

p Soon as dies the sunset glory, 

m Stars of heaven shine out above, 

f Telling still the ancient story,— 
Their Creator’s changeless love. 


p Now our wants and burdens leaving 
m To His care, who cares for all, 
Cease we fearing, cease we grieving, 
At His touch our burdens fall. 
As the darkness deepens o’er us, 
ft Lo! eternal stars arise ; 
Hope and faith and love rise glorious 
Shining in the spirit’s skies. 
S. Longfellow. 


19 


310 | The Close of Day. 
Eudoxia. 6.5.6.5. iS. Baring-Gould. 


The tune is a reminiscence of a German air Mr. 
Baring-Gould heard in his childhood. 
m Now the day is over, 
Night is drawing nigh ; 
Shadows of the evening 
Steal across the sky. 


p Jesu, grant the weary 
Calm and sweet repose ; 
With Thy tenderest blessing 
May our eyelids close. 


m Grant-to little children 
Visions bright of Thee ; 
Guard the sailors tossing 
On the deep blue sea. 


p Comfort every sufferer 
Watching late in pain; 
Those who plan some evil 
From their sins restrain. 


m When the morning wakens, 
Then may I arise 
Pure, and fresh, and sinless 
In Thy holy eyes. é 


f Glory to the Father, 
Glory to the Son, 
And to Thee, blest Spirit, 
Whilst all ages run. e 
S. Baring-Gould. 


*311 Good-night ! 
Colborne. 4.7.7.7.1.4. J. H. Seaton. 


This is a translation of a German folk-song by 
T. Korner. 
- Words and tune are both published here for the first 
ime. 
Goop-niaut ! Good-night ! 
Ended is the stress and strain ; 
Now the day draws to its close, 
Busy hands do now repose ; 
p Till the morning wakes again, 


m Good-night ! Good-nig!.: | 


Sleep well! Sleep well ! 
Close the heavy, weary eyes: 
Quiet now becomes the street, 
No more sound the busy feet ; 
To us all the calm night cries— 
Sleep well! Sleep well ! 


Good-night ! Good-night ! 
m Slumber till the day appear ; 
Till the new-born morrow bring 
Joy and sorrow on its wing. 
Fear ye not, God watches near: 

p Good-night ! Good-night ! 
T. Kérner. 

tr. S. W. Meyer. 


812 The Day of Rest. 


Munich. Wurtemberg Gesangbuch, 1711. 
7.6.7.6.D. 


} O pay of rest and gladness, 
O day of joy and light ; 
m O balm of care and sadness, 
Most beautiful, most bright ; 
On thee, the high and lowly 
Before th’ eternal throne 
p Sing “ Holy, Holy, Holy,” 
m To God the Three in One! 


On thee at the creation 
The light first had its birth ; 
{ On thee for our salvation _ 
Christ rose from depths of earth : 
m On thee our Lord victorious 
The Spirit sent from heaven ; 
And thus on thee most glorious 
A triple light was given. 


To-day on weary nations 
The heavenly manna falls ; 
To holy convocations 
The silver trumpet calls, 
Where gospel-light is glowing 
With pure and radiant beams, 
And living water flowing 
With soul-refreshing streams, 


New graces ever gaining 
From this our day of rest, 
We reach the rest remaining 
To spirits of the blest. 
f To Holy Ghost be praises, 
To Father and to Son ; 
The Church her voice upraises 
To Thee, blest Three in One. 
C. Wordsworth. 


*313 A Sunday Hymn. 
Jcsu Magister Bone. 17.6.7.6.D. J. B. Dykes. 


m In God’s most holy presence 

We meet with one accord, 

To grasp the hand of friendship, 
And learn of Christ our Lord. 

We leave the week behind us, 
With all its toil and strain, 

f With grateful hearts to welcome 

The Sabbath once again. 


p Our worship will be fruitless, 
And all our prayers be vain, 
If, holding this day sacred, 
We make the week profane. 
m In every daily duty 
High purpose we must show, 
And as we hope for heaven 
Make earth a heaven below. 


If we but love Thee truly, 
Our love is not confined 

To Thee, but grows expansive, 
Embracing all mankind. 

/ Help us in mutual service 

For all, abroad, at home, 

To share the conquering travail 
That makes Thy Kingdom come. 

E. Dodgshun. 


314 The Dying Year. 
Halley, L.M. FF. Agnes Johnston. 


In these verses from “In Memoriam” Tennyson 
turns from the past with its great grief to welcome the 
future and all its hopes. “ The feeling,” says A. C. 
Bradley, ‘‘ that his grief isolates him and is useless to 


others, stirs the poet to overcome it.’ Tennyson said 
that one of the meanings of the line *‘ Ring in the Christ 
that is to be ” was ‘* when Christianity without bigotry 
will triumph, and when the controversies of creeds 
shall have vanished ’’—in the light of love. 


/ Rive out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
m The year is dying in the night; 
f Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 


Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 
m The year is going, let him go; 
/ Ring out the false, ring in the true. 


m Ring out a slowly dying. cause, 
And ancient forms of party strife ; 
/ Ring in the nobler modes of life, 
With sweeter manners, purer laws. 


m Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
The civic slander and the spite; 
f Ring in the love of truth and right, 
Ring in the common love of good. 


m Ring out old shapes of foul disease ; 
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 


f Ring in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
m Ring out the darkness of the land, 
/ Ring in the Christ that is to be. 


Tennyson. 


315 Dedication. 
St. Ignatius. 7.5.7.5.D. Sir Joseph Barnby. 


p Fatuer, let me dedicate 
All this year to Thee, 
In whatever wor'dly state 
Thou wilt have me be; 


Not from sorrow, pain or care 
Freedom dare I claim ; 
This alone shall be my prayer, 
m  Glorify Thy name. 


p Can a child presume to choose 
Where or how to live ? 
77 Can a father’s love refuse 
All the best to give ? 
More Thou givest every day 
Than the best can claim, 
Nor withholdest aught that may 
Glorify Thy name. 


If in mercy Thou wilt spare 
Joys that yet are mine, 

If on life, serene and fair, 
Brighter rays may shine ; 

Let my glad heart, while it sings, 
Thee in all proclaim, 

And, whate’er the future brings, 
Glorify Thy name. 


p If Thou callest to the cross, 

And its shadow come, 

Turning all my gain to loss, 
Shrouding heart and home ; 

Let me think how Thy dear Son 
To His glory came, 

And in deepest woe pray on, 
Glorify Thy name. 

L. Tuttiett. 


316 The New Year. 
Bithynia. 8.7.8.7.D. S. Webbe. 


m At Thy feet, our God and Father, 
Who hast blest us all our days, 
We with grateful hearts would gather, 
To begin the year with praise,— 
/ Praise for light so brightly shining 
On our steps from heaven above ; 
Praise for mercies daily twining 
Round us golden cords of love. 


p Jesus, for Thy love most tender, 
On the cross for sinners shown, 
We would praise Thee, and surrender 
All our hearts to be Thine own. 
m With so blest a Friend provided, 
We upon our way would go, 
Sure of being safely guided, 
Guarded well from every foe. 


Every day will be the brighter 
When Thy gracious face we see ; 
Every burden will be lighter 
When we know it comes from Thee. 
Spread Thy love’s broad banner o’er us ; 
Give us strength to serve and wait, 
jf Till Thy glory break before us 
Through the city’s open gate. 


J. D. Burns. 


317 An Anniversary Hymn. 
Duke Street. L.M. J. Hatton. 


This hymn was written to celebrate the twenty-fifth 
anniversary of the author’s installation as minister of 
the Unitarian Church at Brooklyn. 


f O THov whose perfect goodness crowns 
With peace and joy this happy day, 
Our hearts are glad for all the years 
Thy love has kept us in Thy way. 


m For common tasks of help and cheer, 

p For quiet hours of thought and prayer, 

m For moments when we seemed to feel 
The breath of a diviner air, 


For mutual love and trust that keep 
Unchanged through all the changing 
time, 
For friends within the veil who thrill 
Our spirits with a hope sublime, 


j For this, and more than words can say, 

We praise and bless Thy holy name: 
Come life or death, enough to know 
That Thou art evermore the same. 


J. W.. Chadwick. 


318 Summer. 
Ellacombe. C.M.D. Kocher’s Zionsharfe, 1854. 


/ Tae summer days are come again ; 
Once more the glad earth yields 
Her golden wealth of ripening grain, 
And breath of clover fields ; 
m And deepening shade of summer woods, 
And glow of summer air, 
f And winging thoughts, and happy moods 
Of love and joy and prayer. 


The summer days are come again ; 
The birds are on the wing ; 

God’s praises, in their loving strain 
Unconsciously they sing. 

We know who giveth all the good 
That doth our cup o’erbrim ; 

For summer joy in field and wood, 
We lift our song to Him. 


S. Longfellow, 


319 Summer. 
Ruth. 6.5.6.5 D. S. Smith. 


f Summer suns are glowing over land and 
sea, 
Happy light is flowing, bountiful and free. 
Everything rejoices in the mellow rays, 
All earth’s thousand voices swell the 
psalm of praise. : 


God’s free mercy streameth over all the 


world, 

And His banner gleameth, everywhere 
unfurled. 

Broad and deep and glorious as the heaven 
above, 


Shines in might victorious His eternal love. 


m Lord, upon our blindness Thy pure radi- 
ance pour ; 

For Thy loving-kindness make us love 
Thee more. 


p And when clouds are drifting dark acruss 
our sky, 
Then, the veil uplifting, Father, be Thou 
nigh. 


m We will never doubt Thee, though Thou 
veil Thy light: 
Life is dark without Thee, death with 
Thee is bright. 
f Light of Light! shine o’er us on our 
pilgrim way, 
Go Thou still before us to the endless day. 
W. W. How. 


320 Harvest. 


Dresden. JA be Schillze 
7.6.7.6.D. and Chorus. 


Matthias Claudius (1740-1815) was the son of a 
Lutheran pastor. He was a journalist, being at one 
time the editor of a Government newspaper in Hesse- 
Darmstadt. He lived in an age when the warmth of 
pietism had given way to what Miss Winkworth 
describes as “a critical, doubting religion,’’ and was 
himself at one time a pronounced free-thinker. A 
severe illness altered his out-look on life, and he lived 
to write a few hymns, which have raised the thoughts 
of the people of many lands to the God whom he 
learned to love. 


m WE plough the fields, and scatter 
The good seed on the land, 
But it is fed and watercd 
By God’s almighty hand ; 
He sends the snow in winter, 
The warmth to swell the grain, 
The breezes, and the sunshine, 
p And soft refreshing rain. 
} All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above, 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the 
Lord, 
For all His love. 


m He only is the Maker 
Of all things near and far ; 
p He paints the wayside flower, 
He lights the evening star ; 


m The winds and waves obey Him, 
By Him the birds are fed ; 
Much more to us, His children, 
He gives our daily bread. 


} We thank Thee, then, O Father, 
For all things bright and good, 
The seed-time and the harvest, 
Our life, our health, our food ; 
Accept the gifts we offer 
For all Thy love imparts, 
m And, what Thou most desirest, 
Our humble, thankful hearts. 


M. Claudius, 
ir. Jane M, Campbell. 


321 Harvest Home. 
St. George's, Windsor. Sir George J. Elvey 
reife 7 (8D). 


f Come, ye thankful people, come, 
Raise the song of harvest-home : 

_ All is safely gathered in, 

’Ere the winter storms begin ; 
God our Maker doth provide 
For our wants to be supplied ; 
Come to God’s own temple, come, 
Raise the song of harvest-home ! 


m We ourselves are God’s own field, 
Fruit unto His praise to yield ; 
Wheat and tares together sown, 
Unto joy or sorrow grown : 

First the blade, and then the ear, 
Then the full corn shall appear ; 

p Grant, O harvest Lord, that we 

Wholesome grain and pure may be. 


22 For the Lord our God shall come, 
And shall take His harvest home ; 
From His field shall in that day 
All offences purge away ; 

p Give His angels charge at last 

In the fire the tares to cast ; 

But the fruitful ears to store 

In His garner evermore, 


rage 


H Alford. 


322 Winter. 
Tallis Canon. L.M. T. Tallis. 


Tallis has introduced a musical ‘‘ Canon” in‘o this 
famous tune, It will be noticed that the tenor part 
takes up the melody on the fifth note, and follows it 
through to the end. 


p *T1s winter now ; the fallen snow 
Has left the heavens all coldly clear; 
Through leafless boughs the sharp winds 
blow, 
And all the earth lies dead and drear. 


m And yet God’s love is not withdrawn, 
His life within the keen air breathes ; 
His beauty paints the crimson dawn, 
And clothes the boughs with glittering 
wreaths. 


p And though abroad the sharp winds blow, 
And skies are chill, and frosts are keen, 
m Home closer draws her circle now, 
And warmer glows her light within. 


O God! who giv’st the winter’s cold, 
As well as summer’s joyous rays, 
Us warmly in Thy love enfold, 
And keep us through life’s wintry days. 


S. Longfellow. 


323 A Gathering Hymn. 
Praise. 8.8.6.8.8.6. A. Radiger. 


“T aim to show that Eternity is to-day’s friend, and 
to invigorate our faith in the future, and quell our 
fears concerning it, by insisting on the truth that 
Love and Right are eternal, and must triumph.”— 
T. T. Lynch. 


The quaint Methodist tune will be welcomed by 
many as a familiar friend. - 


m Now have we met that we may ask 
Recruited vigour for the task 
Of living as we would. 


For we would live by that same word 
Which all the honoured men have heard 
Who by their faith have stood, 
Who by their faith have stood. 
For we would live, ete. 


By faith first vanquishing their fear, 
They met each foe as he drew near, 
/ And still the victory won : 
nv And often saved from deadly harm, 
They sang anew that ancient psalm, 
/ ‘*God is our shield and sun, 
God is our shield and sun.” 
And often saved, ete. 


m An inner light, an inner calm 
Have they who trust His mighty arm, 
And, hearing, do His will. 
For things are not as they appear, 
In death is life, in trouble cheer, 
{ And faith is conqueror still, 
And faith is conqueror still. 
For things are not, ete. 


m Tnus would we live, and therefore pray 
For strength renewed, that we may say, 

Our life it upward tends ; 

p If we who sing must sometimes sigh, 

m Yet life, beginning with a cry, 

f In Hallelujah ends, 
In Hallelujah ends. 

If we who sing, ete. 


T. T. Lynch. 


*324 Our Foundation. 


Dolut. S. W. Meyer. 
Poplar. 8.8.8.8.8.8. £. Hopkins. 


Sebastian W. Meyer is an Alderman of York, 
and in 1906-7 held the office of Sheriff. He wrote 
this hymn for the opening of a new wing of the 
Adult School of which he is a member. 


m WE build our School on Thee, O Lord, 
To Thee we bring our common need ; 
The loving heart, the helpful word, 
The tender thought, the kindly deed : 


Pp With these we pray 
Thy Spirit may 
m Enrich and bless our School alway. 


We work together in Thy sight, 
We live together in Thy love ; 
p Guide Thou our faltering steps aright, 
m And lift our thoughts to heaven above : 
p Dear Lord, we pray 
m Thy Spirit may 
Be present in our School alway. 


Hold Thou each hand to keep it just, 
Touch Thou our lips and make them 
pure ; 
If Thou art with us, Lord, we must 
Be faithful friends and comrades sure : 


v2) Dear Lord, we pray 
Thy Spirit may 
m Be present in our School alway. 


We change, but Thou art still the same, 
The same good Master, Teacher, Friend ; 

We change, but Lord, we bear Thy name, 
To journey with it to the end: 


72) And so we pray 
Thy Spirit may 
m Be present in our School alway. 


S. W. Meyer. 


325 The Seekers of the Light. 
Warrington. L.M. R. Harrison. 


This hymn was written for a social festival of a 
religious association, in which the author was interested. 


mO Lire that maketh all things new,— 
The fruitful earth, the thoughts of 
men,— : 
Our pilgrim feet, wet with Thy dew, 
In gladness hither turn again. 


From hand to hand the greeting flows, 
From eye to eye the signals run, 
From heart to heart the bright hope 

glows: 
f The seekers of the Light are one: 


One in the freedom of the truth, 
One in the joy of paths untrod, 

One in the sonl’s perennial youth, 
One in the larger thought of God; 


The freer step, the fuller breath, 
The wide horizon’s grander view, 
The sense of life that knows no death,— 
The Life that maketh all things new. 


S, Longfellow. 


*826 A Parting Hymn. 
Lllers. 10.10.10.10. #. J. Hopkins. 


W. Vaughan Jenkins is (1908) Hon. Secretary of the 
Bristol Adult School Union. 

This hymn, for the close of a meeting, expresses 
(says the author) ‘‘ the vital connection between the 
moments of exaltation experienced at a ‘religious 
ar and the matter-of-fact difficult life of every 

ay.” 


Dr. Hopkins, who composed the tune, was a prolific 
composer of hymn-tunes and the author of standard 
works on the organ. He played anthems at West- 
minster Abbey before the age of sixteen, and for fifty- 
five years occupied the post of organist of the Temple 
Church, London. 


m O Gop our Father, who dost make us one, 
Heart bound to heart, in love of Thy dear 
Son, 
Now as we part and go our several ways, 
Touch every lip, may every voice be 
praise— 


{ Praise for the fellowship that here we find, 
The fellowship of heart, and soul, and 
mind, 
Praise for the bonds of love and brother- 
hood, 
Bends wrought by Thee, who makest all 
things good. 


Here has dull care been banished from our 
thought, 

Here has glad comradeship our spirits 
caught 


To heights undreamt of midst the busy 
maze, 
The toil and worry of our working days. 


m Yet must these come again ; for while we 


wait 

High on the mount, in sight of Heaven’s 
gate, 

Breaks there upon our ears the sound of 
strife, 


The noise and clamour of our daily life. 


p Lord make us strong, for Thou alone dost 
know 
How oft we turn our faces from the foe ; 
How oft, when claimed by dark tempt- 
ation’s hour, 
We lose our hold of Thee, and of Thy power. 


ny Go with us, Lord, from hence; we only ask 
That Thou be sharer in our daily task ; 
{ So, side by side with Thee, sha!l each one 
know 
The blessedness of heaven begun below. 


W. Vaughan Jenkins. 


BYAS God be with You. 


God be with You. W. G. Tomer. 
P.M. and Chorus. ; 


This hymn was suggested by the etymology of the 
word, ‘‘ Goodbye,” ‘‘ God be with you.” Dr. Rankin 
(1828- ) wrote it to be sung “as a Christian 
Good-bye ”’ at some Gospel meetings at Washington 
in which he was interested, and for which he inten- 
tionally chose hymns and tunes of a popular character. 


m Gop be with you till we meet again, 
By His counsels guide, uphold you, 
With His sheep securely fold you; 

p God be with you till we meet again. 


m Till we meet, till we meet, 
Till we meet at Jesu’s feet ; 
Till we meet, till we meet, 
God be with you till we meet again. 


m God be with you till we meet again, 
*Neath His wings securely hide you, 
Daily manna still provide you ; 

God be with you till we meet again. 


God be with you till we meet again ; 
p When life’s perils thick confound you, 
m Put His loving arms around you ; 

God be with you till we meet again. 


God be with you till we meet again, 
f Keep love’s banner floating o’er you, 
Smite death’s threatening wave before 
you; 
m God be with you till we meet again. 
J. E. Rankin. 


328 A Benediction. 
Sardis. 8.7. 8aue Beethoven, 


p May the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father’s boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit’s favour, 
Rest upon us from above ! 


m Thus may we abide in union 
With each other in the Lord ; 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 
J. Newton. 


*329 A Welcome. 
Austria. 8.7.8.7.D. Haydn. 


f BrorHER, welcome! Welcome, brother | 
Here we offer heart and hand ; 
We in Christ will help each other, 
Hard it is alone to stand. 
m Father, bless us! Bless us, Father ! 
Smile upon us from above: 
May we ever, as we gather, 
Be one fellowship of love. 


H. Jefjs. 


330 Dedication. 


Winchester New. Hamburgher Musikalisches 
L.M. Handbuch, 1690. 


Written for the opening of Plymouth Church, St. 
Paul, Minn., U.S.A., in 1878, and included in ‘* Hazel 
Blossoms.” 

The tune is of German origin, and was introduced 
to this country by John Wesley. 

} Au things are Thine : (m) no gift have we 
Lord of all gifts, to offer Thee ; 

/ And hence with grateful hearts to-day, 
Thine own before Thy feet we lay. 


Thy will was in the builder’s thought ; 
Thy hand unseen amidst us wrought ; 
Through mortal motive, scheme, and plan, 
Thy wise eternal purpose ran. 


p In weakness and in want we call 

On Thee for whom the heavens are small 
m Thy glory is Thy children’s good, 

Thy joy Thy tender Fatherhood. 


p O Father! deign these walls to bless, 
Fill with Thy love their emptiness, 
m And let their door a gateway be 
To lead us from ourselves to Thee ! 
J. G. Whittier. 


*331 A Wedding Hymn, 
Homelei,h. 8.8.8.6. W. V. Jenkins. 
This hymn was written for the author’s own marriage. 


p O Gop of love, to Thee we bow, 
And pray for these before Thee now, 
m That, closely knit in holy vow, 
They may in Thee be one. 


When days are filled with pure delight, 
When paths are plain and skies are bright, 
Walking by faith and not by sight, 

May they in Thee be one. 


p When stormy winds fulfil Thy will, 
And all their good seems turned to ill, 
m Then, trusting Thee completely, still 
May they in Thee be one. 


Whate’er in life shall be their share 

Of quickening joy or burdening care, 

In power to do and grace to bear, 
May they in Thee be one, 


p Eternal Love, with them abide ; 
In Thee for ever may they hide, 

m For even death cannot divide 
Those whom thou makest one. 


W. Vaughan Jenkins. 


Graces. 


The custom of saying ‘‘Grace”’ at meal-times, 
which was sanctioned by our Lord (see Matthew xiv. 
19), was a common institution in the primitive Church. 
Wesley provided extensively for the custom, and in 
1746 issued a tract containing twenty-six “‘ Graces.”” 


332 
Old Hundredith. L.M. Geneva Psalter, 1551. 


m We thank Thee, Lord, for this our food; 
For life, and health, and every good: 
By Thine own hand may we be fed ; 
Give us each day our daily bread. 


Anon. 
300 
Belmont. C.M. Anon. 


p Br known to us in breaking bread, 
But do not then depart ; 

m Saviour, abide with us, and spread 
Thy table in our heart. 


J. Montgomery. 
334 


Stella. 8.8.8.8.8.8. Anon. 


m BLESSING to God, for ever blest, 
To God, the Maker of the feast, 
Who hath for us a table spread, 
And with His daily bounties fed : 
May He, with all His gifts, impart 
The crown of all—a thankful heart. 
C. Wesley. 


835 Te Deum Laudamus. 


Te Deum. PEM: E. J. Hopkins 
F and J. Turle. 


For many centuries this Latin Hymn has maintained 
its pre-eminent place in Christian song. For more 
than fourteen hundred years it has been in constant 
use throughout Western Christendom. Its author- 
ship is unknown, but it is met with as being sung in 
the monasteries of Southern France as early as the year 

500. 


Tradition says it was improvised by Augustine and 
Ambrose at the baptism of the former at Milan. 


We praise .| Thee, O | God || we acknow- 
ledge | Thee to | be the | Lord. 

All the earth . doth | worship | Thee || 
the . | Father | ever- | lasting. 


To Thee all angels |. cry a- | loud || the 
heavens, . and | all the | powers there- | 


in. 
To Thee Cherubin . and | Sera- | phin || 
con- . | tinual- | ly do | ery, 


Holy, | Holy, | Holy || Lord. | God of | 
Saba- | oth ; 
Heaven and earth are full. |of the | 


majesty || of . | .. Thy | glo- .. | ry. 

The glorious company . | of the a- | postles || 
praise. |.. .. | Thee. 

The goodly fellow ship . | of the | prophets || 
wense) off oo Ge |] oo eo |) AMaces 

The noble| army _ of | martyrs|| praise. | 
oo vic. | eigects hee. 

The holy Church . throughout | all the 
world || doth . | .. ac- | knowledge 
Thee ; 

The Father . of an ! infi - nite | Majesty |j 
Thine honourable, . | true, and | only | 
Son ; 

Also . the | Holy | Ghost || the. | Com- .. | 

. for- | ter. 


Thouart. the | Kingof | Glory||O.|.. .. | 
. | Christ ; 
Thou art the ever- | lasting | Son || of. | .. 
the | Fa- .. | ther, 


When Thou tookest upon Thee. to de- | 
liver | man|| thou didst not. ab- | hor 
the | Virgin’s | womb. 

When Thou hadst overcome the | sharp-’ 
ness of | death || Thou didst open the 
Kingdom . of | Heaven | to all be- | 
lievers. 


Thou sittest at the right . | hand of | God || in. 
the | glory | of the | Father. 

We believe . that | Thou shalt | come] 
to.|be .. | our .. | Judge. 


We therefore pray Thee,. |help Thy | 
servants || whom Thou hast redeemed | 
with Thy | precious blood. 

Make them to be numbered | with Thy | 
Saints || in . | glory | ever- | lasting. 


O Lord, . | save Thy | people || and . | bless 
Thine | heri- | tage. 
Go- | .. vern | them || and . | lift them | 
up for | ever. 


Day .| by .. | day || we . | magni- | fy .. | 
Thee. 
And . we | worship Thy | Name || 
ever | world with- | out .. | end. 


Vouch- . | safe, O | Lord || to keep us . this | 
day with- | out .. | sin. 
O Lord, . have | merey up- | on us| 
have . | mercy up- | on .. | us. 
O Lord, let Thy mercy | lighten up- | on 
us || as. our | trust .. | is in | Thee. 
O Lord, in Thee . | have J | trusted || let . 
me | never | be con- | founded. 
Latin Hymn. 


336 The Doxology. 
Old Hundredth. L.M. Geneva Psalter, 1551. 


.f PratsE God, from whom all blessings flow ;_ 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. . 

T. Ken. 
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TRANSLATORS. 
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found with the first of each author’s hymns. 
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